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Know thine own worth, and reverence the lyre ; 
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HOW WILL IT END? 


4 COMEDY. 


_ DRAMATIS PERSONE. 


MEN. | WOMEN, 
LORD RUSPORT LADY SERAPHINA 
GREVILLE | |  STRANGEWAY, 
COLONEL WILFORD CAROLINE SEYMOUR, 
PRIMARY CONSTANTIA BEVER= 
LORD HAZARD \ LEY, 
iS 0 5; RL MRS. MEDIUM, 


SERVANTS, | TIFFANY. 


SCENE, LONDON. 


Time, rather more than equal to the Reprecentation. 


VOL. II. | B 


HOW WILL IT END? 


ACT I. 


SCENE I. 
A Coffee Howre 


LORD HAZARD, reading a Nætushafier, e COLONEL 
WILFORD. | 


| COLONEL WILFORD. 
| d * 6-0-4 servant, my Lord. What! studying 
politics this fine morning, when all that New- 
market has left us of wit and fashion are drawing 
on their dirty boots to lounge in Bond-street? Are 
you culling a few flowers of eloquence to stick in 
your own bouquet the next address day? Not a 
soul now looks at any thing in the newspaper, ex- 
cept a few admiralty anecdotes. I took you, at the | 7 
first glance, for a repentant prodigal doing penance ; 
e | 


n 


11 
5 


for his sins, by contemplating the forms of a mar- 
riage settlement. 


LORD HAZARD. 


You might have guessed more unfortunately; 
for I was looking into these records of fashion, to 

see if they announced any beautiful spinster, or 
enchanting widow, who would advance about fifty 
thousand pounds, by way of securing the possession 
of precedence and a coronet. 


COLONEL WILFORD/ 


Ha! ha! ha! Every muscle in your face has a 
true disconsolate hymeneal appearance. I thought 
it was a bad omen, when I heard that you were not 
gone down to the October meeting. But come, 
don't be dejected. Honest little Premium will 
lend you another thousand upon a bill of sale; and 


Lady Hazard need not come out till the birth- 
—_ | 


LORD HAZARD. 


No o! no! Charles, last night finiched me. Il 
tell you how it was. But it won't amuse you 
neither. Your pursuits are different. 


5 


5 COLONEL WILFORD. 
My lord !— 


LORD HAZARD. 


I am fond of deep interesting plans. 


COLONEL WILFORD., 


I don't understand—/ Aude. ) Can he allude to 
Constantia? 


LORD HAZARD. | + 


Wo make you understand. I had the game, sir, 
in my own hands; all my cards made; when, 
through my anxiety to secure the queen of hearts 
Lou don't attend, Charles. They have talked of 
nothing else since at Brookes's. 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


I take a decigned insult from no man. What do 

you mean by the queen of hearts—and being talked 
of at Brookes's—and my pursuits—and my inte- 
resting plans? What do you mean, I say, my 
Lord? I have a sword that answers impertinence. 


* 


LORD HAZARD. 


Is the man mad? What the devil has your sword 
to do with my your of hearts? 


COLONEL WILFORD.. 

11 gives a keen retort to the meagre jest that is 
obliquely pointed at its wearer. I demand satis- 
faction. 9 * | 


FL —-—-— 
— 


Enter PRIMARY. 


PRIMARY. 


What, challenging in an open coffee · room? ror 
shame! gentlemen. Nobody, whose reputation is 
not in the last stage of a decline, would intimate a 
design of cutting throats where some impertinent 
peace · officer may overhear them. If you have 80 
much over- flowing bravery this morning, call a 
coach, and drive to Kensington gravel- pits. I'll 
fetch a surgeon and an undertaker, and follow in 
a few minutes. Pray, what is the reason of all 
this? | | 5 


LORD HAZARD. 


Faith, Primary, upon my credit I cannot tell. I 
had not the least meaning in all the world. I was 
only telling him of a queer hand, which lost me a 
few thousands last night at whist; when up starts 
Hotspur, and with a true military frown, and a 
voice like a demi - culverin, pops out insult—satis- 


7 ; 


b a confounded list of bard words, with- - 
out giving ne time to answer * 


COLONEL WILFORD. 

I only require an explicit reply. Had you no 

deuble meaning in your expressions? 
LORD HAZARD» 


Upon my honour and credit I had not. 


PRIMARY { Avide to COLONEL WILFORD.) 
Nay, Colonel! Now you are sarcastic. One 
meaning is quite enough for one speech, consider- 
ing the usual style of his lordship's conversation. 
You are a man of amen Colonel. 


COLONEL baut. to PRIMARY.) 
Are = glad that I am? 


LORD HAZARD. 


Come, Charles: it is quite as well for us both 

that my cool considerate humour has got the better 
of your gunpowder spirit. Shake hands, honest 
fellow. To convince you that we are friends, I'll 
let you into a secret. Primary and I meet about 
business. Twould have been hard to have given 


me a quietus just as I was going to be connubially 
happy. Will you assist me with your advice? It 
really 3 is an honourable project. 


COLONEL WILFORD. 
And Mr. Primary the agent? Who is the lady? 


LORD HAZARD. 


I am wavering between two—youth and age. /To 
PRIMARY.) You say Lady Seraphina is not yet 
arrived in London. 


PRIMARY. 


No! but she may be hourly expected. She must 
by this have exhausted all the novelties of Bath, 
and retailed the bon mots which she fabricated 
last summer, till the company have often turned up 
their eyes, coughed, and observed, „It is very 
charming weather.“ 


LORD HAZARD. 


But 15 niece— 


PRIMA RY. 


Was sent to town for impeding her aunt's con- 
quests, where she remains under the auspices of 


Mrs. Medium, who performs the honourable offices 
of hearer and toad-eater to Lady Seraphina ; and is 
now chaperon to the animated Caroline Seymour. 


| COLONEL WILFORD. 
What ? the all-attractive Caroline ? Does your 
Cupid, my Lord, take aim at so fair a prize? 


LORD HAZARD. 


Not if she is your Queen of hearts, Charles. I 
don't like encountering sword arguments. I am told 
that wedlock is a sort of eternal skirmishing, and I 
have no wish to precede it by a pitched battle. 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


I am not entitled to limit the number of that 
lady's adorers. She seems interesting for a woman 
of character; and, considered as an acknowledged 
beauty and professed wit, tolerably rational. What 
pretensions can Lady Seraphina urge against the 
claims of this divinity? | 


PRIMARY. 
Infinite. For, from the days of Helen to the pre- 
zent time, you cannot point out one character which 

her Ladyship has not occasionally assumed, nor one 
perfection that she has not laid claim to. I really 


10 | 
think her the best match; her fortune is all clear 
curvertible estate; whereas Miss Seymour's is fenced 


by an army of entails, and an aukward ee 
which may transfer it to her aunt. 


LORD HAZARD. 


You told me you could obviate that clause. 


PRIMARY. 


I hope I can. But, if your Lordship takes com- 
fort into the account, turn the matter again in your 
mind before you decide. The man who sets sail 
on the voyage of life in company with a little trim 
frigate of nineteen, must either see her sheer off 
with some marauding privateer, or submit to the 
dreary prospect of a world-without-end expedition. 
But when your consort is in her grand climacteric, 
you are generally sure of her constancy, and, the 


heart being fragile in proportion to its tendernes, 


it will be your own fault if you are not a gay 
widower in a twelvemonth. 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


Enough, Primary: your noble auditor is con- 
vinced. What a tender complacency diffuses itself 
over his countenance! I heartily approve of your 
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choice, my Lord. Ha! ha! ha! your Lordship 
at court introducing your bride, all in white and 
filver, with an emblematical border of heart's-ease. 
Cards of inquiry every day, hoping her Ladyship's 
asthma is better, and that she did not increase her 
rheumatism at the Festino ball. Do let me wish 
you joy again. What an agreeable variety! and 
wealth, comfort, and liberty into the bargain ! 


LORD HAZARD, 


A truce with your raillery, Charles. That may 
serve for the forlorn hope; but Caroline shall be my 
first object. Have you proceeded to any imme, 
* * with . Medium ? 


PRIMARY, 


O ! she has been violently attached to your Lord- 
Ship ever since you proved her to be the grand- 
daughter of your great uncle, who was shipwrecked 
in North America. If Miss Seymour's heart resists 
the hourly recital of your us qualities, it must be 
adamant. 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


This affair seems to go on in the old stupid 
routine. Mere drowsy see-saw. Let us put some 


spirit into it. You will never et the lover, my 
＋ 
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Lord, unless one can give more animation to the 


business. What say you to a rival? 


LORD HAZARD. 


An admirable ren Whom do yu propose ? 


COLONEL WILFORD. 
What think you of myself? 


LORD HAZARD. 
* if we start fair. 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


| Perfectly so. I have only a playhouse RY 
ance with the divine Caroline; and she silenced me 


with her jeu-d'esprits, before I could say the good 
things I had meditated. 


| PRIMARY. 


Gentlemen, my inviolable honour and sincerity, 
my gratitude to my amiable protectress, Lady Sera- 
phina—— LS 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


To the point at once. We have no leisure for a 
full course of sentiments. 'T hey are left off manga 


friends. 
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PRIMARY. 


I only beg to know which of you ne 
choose to require services? 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


My genius is truly original and independent. 
Ten to one if you chalked out a plan for me, but I 
blundered in the execution of it. I shall depend 
upon my talents for gallantry. Do you, therefore, 
add your profound circumspection to the influence 
of his lordship's coronet and curricle. 


PRIMARY. 


I need not hint, that it is necessary that I should 
not appear in the business. You know, gentlemen, 
I am upon very comfortable terms in Lady Seraphina's 
family. 

LORD HAZARD. 


bn I promised you ane indemnity for 


any danger you might incur in —— me. Terms 
are Settled. 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


| A I live, new wonders! Harry Greville still in 
London. I thought he had been planting n. 
in the country a month ago. 
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PRIMARY. 
He has been better employed. His visits to Miss 
Seymour are 3 frequent. 1 


LORD HAZARD. 
I can't say I shall very well relish him as an op- 
ponent. Here, Charles, a word in your ear. 


Won't your devil of a long sharp sword be of some 
ervice there : 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


It cannot be necessary to use it. The dashing 
Caroline must despise his home - bred manners; and 
her flippancy must disgust kim. He seems inclined 
to co us. 


LORD HAZARD- 
Sift him a little, however. We will give you an 


opportunity. 
[Exeunt LORD HAZARD and PRIMARY. 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


And 80 I have entangled myself very unexpect- 
_ edly in a matrimonial adventure. Any thing, how- 
ever, is better than reflection. If I could but get 
rid of thought—/whizles @ tune.) Euter GREVILLE. 
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My dear Harry, well met. What Quixote scheme 
of honour and humanity keeps you in town? Are 
you going to present a project to prevent trades- 
men from aping lords, and lords from cheating 
tradesmen? Or have you taken the dray- horse 
under your protection, by planning the demolition 
of the porter-breweries ? | 


GREVILLE. | 

Such plans are better suited to Mr. Primary's 

genius. My views are limited to the promotion of 

individual happiness, and the prevention of indivi- 
dual wrong. 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


Thou art a worthy fellow, Greville. Yet nature 
dealt a little capriciously with thee, by sending 
thee into the world an unique, to be stared at like 
the Irish giant, when men of thine own standard are 
extinct. Half the world hate thee, and the other 
half, when told of thy good actions, say, Lord! do 
you think it true? What could be his motive? 


GREVILLE. 


| * Your colouri ng convinces me that you have 
viewed life on the dark side. Box- lobby loungers, 
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and Bacchanalian clubs, my dear Charles, can give 
no just outline of our sex; as no moral painter, 
who wished to be candid, would sketch his image 
of the female character from the dissolute courte- 
zan, or even from the WR woman of high 
fashion. 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


You are the only person whom I allow to mora- 
lize in my company ,  because—faith! I don't 
know why, for you are more severe than any one 
else. I believe it is because I don't know how to 
. retort. But your prerogative will soon end. I am 
going to be married; and then, Harry, I shall 
have such winning soſtness, such resistless delicacy 
always lecturing me, and so many angelic virtues 
for me to vu, that I hope you will resign your 
ne of monitor. | 


|  GREVILLE. | 4 
With pleasure. I commend your intention. 
| WAP" is the lady? 

COLONEL WILFORD. 


O! the affair has not en 80 far as to 
mw me to give up names. 
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| GREVILLE. | 
She is young, rich, and dente 1 . 


COLONEL WII To RD. | 
Certainly. Or else old, rich, and capricious. 
Never mind which. 
 GREVILLE. 


And how came she to fix your wandering heart? 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


I have not yet told you that she has fixed it. I 
saw her last night at the play, and within this half 
hour I have determined on the offer of my hand 
and heart. Is not that the way in which you open 
an honourable siege ? 


| GREVILLE. 


1 believe $0. "y hat hapes have you of success? 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


Hopes? Certainties. She invited my addrews by 
the most marked encouragement. 


 GREVILLE. 
How? 


18 
| COLONEL WILFORD. 

Why! on my first encountering. her with a How 
d'ye!”” and a broad stare, she drew off her eyes in 
disdain, blushed, and tore her glove in her agi- 
tation. Then turning her face towards me, she 
darted on me such a volley of expression, that, but 
for having recourse to my opera- glass, I Should 
have been quite routed. I continued talking in- 
cessantly to a precise duenna who sat next her, 
while my Lady Disdain” bit her lips, and fanned 
herself in all the pride of beauty. 


GREVILLE. 
e then left the wot; I suppose. 


COLONEL \ WILFORD. 


o, Greville! Greville! Thy country 8 
does betray thee. What! retreat when the enemy 
capitulates? No! no! Britons never do that. Wait 
till they strike their colours, and then she w r 
to the vanquizhed. 


| _ GREVILLE. 
Come, terminate your history. 


COLONEL WILFOR D. 


We: s not a young fellow about town out your- 
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self, who would not guess the conclusion. I talked 
about beauty; swore it was nothing but ſashion; 
described half a dozen faces exactly contrary to 
her's, which were all the ton. In short, I piqued 
her out of her sullenness by the end of the third 
act. Before the play was over, she pulled half a 
score of her admirers to pieces out of compliment 
to me; laughed at all my bon mots; and as I hand- 
ed her to her carriage, protested she had never 
spent a more agreeable evening. 


GR EVILLE (vitibly exitated. ) 
Is this the way you address ladies of refrutation ? 


| COLONEL WILFORD. 


It is the modern method, Harry. And 'tis 80 
successful, that nobody will attempt any other plan. 
Humours vary. Politics change. This week we 
are all Greeks, and the next we are swaddled into 
Egyptian mummies. Now dabbling at the bottom 
of the sea in diving bells. Now sailing to the moon 
in balloons. To-day sick of the influenza. Cured 
to-morrow by animal magnetism. But ease and 
spirit, happy ease and spirit, or, as you queer fel- 
lows call it, sheer impudence, is a standing fashion. 

C2 | | 
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"Tis the only passport to the esteem of the 


world, and the talisman which fixes the heart of 
WP - 


GREVILLE, 


Then I had better return to the country without 
waiting for the arrival of my maternal uncle from 
Bath, who is desirous of introducing me to a young 


lady, whom he wishes to behold in the character of 
his niece. 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


What, art thou fated never to do any thing like 


other people? Play at piquet with mamma? Read 7 


the spectator to Aunt Peggy? And marry when 
vour uncle bids you? 


| GREVILLE. 
He requires no undue sacrifices, nor shall I make 


any. But as my style of address must be unsuce 
cessful, twill be folly to commence it. 


We 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


Courage! You may soon learn the new way of 
making love. I will undertak&to teach it. It is as 
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"4, 


ridiculous to address your mistress in the cant of 


mutual exteem, 28 it would be to visit her in full trim- 
med clothes, and starched ruffles. | 


GREVILLE. 


An inborn sentiment which I cherish as a virtue, 


will never suffer me to withhold that respect from 
innocence and beauty, which all but fools or vil 
lains must wish to pay. 


COLONEL WILFORD. | 
| Your universal rule admits of some exceptions, I 
hope. Suppose a smart milliner, or pretty little 
Abigail, volunteers her affections. 
GREVILLE. 


Are we only to be base and $elfigh when we can 
be 0 with impunity? 


= . COLONEL WILFORD. ; 
Why-l believe not. I tell thee what, Harry; I 


would willingly give all my forced mirth for a mind 


as serene, and a conscience as untroubled as thine 

is. Wilt thou answer me one question? — But no 
He could not be instrumental. He has too much 

honour. [Ei WILFORD.. 


1 
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GREVIL LE. 

Would every libertine in England had heard 
that parting sigh! Poor Wilford! wilt thou never 
be any thing better than a man of spirit and hu- 
mour? Cradled in ease by an amiable but too in- 
dulgent mother; early abandoned to thine own mis- 
rule, with qualities to attract dangerous associates, 
and virtues to interest true friends; too impetuous 
to be restrained by principle, yet with too much 
principle to be wholly abandoned; how I pity 
thee, and long to teach thee wherein true enjoy- 
ment consists 5 LExit. .- 


LORD HAZARD and PRIMARY come forward. 
PRIMARY. | 


| You are right, my lord. Wealth is che natural 
; equipoise of title, and your designs are just and 

honourable. But I must blame you for admitting 
Colonel Wilford into the secret. 


LORD HAZARD. 


Why ?I intend to make him my _ to play the 
cards into my hands. 


* PRIMARY. : 
And secure the game to kims/f. However, as 


we cannot recall the past, we must endeavour to 


28 


counteract him. Self-sufficiency and liberality are 
the only qualities now in repute. The Colonel 
Seems to have a decent share of the former requi- 
site, but no one can use the golden key to our aftec- 
tions like your lordship. 


LORD HAZARD. 


You forget the * state of my finances. 


PRIMARY. 


No! I am particularly concerned at it. Have 


you no old useless family plate, or jewels, that 


Want to be new set? A mere trifle would do. A 
few hundreds; just to gratify the vanity of your 
mistress, and to encourage the friends who are de- 
voted to you. Don't you think your creditors 
might be wrought upon to advance a trifle? I can 
appear as the lady's guardian, A little knowledge 
of the world has done more towards recovering a 


fortune, than the wit of Aristophanes, the learning 


of Aristotle, or the eloquence of Cicero. 


LORD HAZ ARD; 8 

LE pollen $0, Forl have never heard of any of 
those queer dogs since I left school. N ot one of 

them knew how to hedge a bet, or could calculate 


like Hoyle a table of chances. Fes. [ Exeune, 


wy 
— —— — — — — 


— — — — — — 
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SCENE 11. 


Changes to Lady Serafhina's. 


 CONSTANTIA, at work, CAROLINE adjusting me 
Ornaments. To them enter MRS. MEDIUM. 


MRS. MEDIUM. 


__ InveeD, Miss Seymour, tis a downright FED 
Not content with my taking you to the play last 
night, you must go out with Lady Bell Bloomer to 
auctions, and exhibitions, and millinery warehouses 
this morning. What will Lady Seraphina think? 
No time for improving the intellect, as her lady- 
ship says. And then she talks about mind and 
matter, till it does one good to hear her. 


CAROLINE. 


MV dear Mrs. Medium, I am dying for a turban 
like that you looked $0 divinely i in last night. You 
know Lord Hazard's collection is selling off, and T 
thought you would like some pretty little keep ak 
out of your couin's ne 


MRS. MEDIUM. 


Well! certainly my noble kinsman has the best 


taste in the world. He never can bear any thing 


about him above a year old. He had the noblest 
library. But-then it was not zew. So he is fitting 
up the charmingest book-room with paintings, and 
_ $tatues, and busts, and vases, and mandarins, and 
pagodas, piled up to the ceiling. The bookseller 
Furnishes by the yard. All wove paper. And auch 
bindings. O! if you did but see his villa! What an 
immensity of pretty things, out of the common 
| W that one does not know the use of! 


| CAROLINE (cighing. 1: 


What a happy creature must Lady Hazard bel 
_ Has his A ever avowed mY attachment? 


MRS. MEDIUM. 


Not at present. 
CAROLINE. 


Can you tell whether he feels any preference ? 


MRS. MEDIUM {aniling.} =. 
[ am not at liberty to opens my dear. 


| Mis SERVANT, who delivers a note to MRS. MEDIUM. 


! 


MRS. MEDIUM go ) 
Lord Hazard's n Will do himself | 
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« the honour to wait on Mrs. Medium and Miss 
Seymour at two o'clock.” Two o'clock! and TI 
not dressed yet!—Tiffany! Do, my dear Car, use 
a little rouge for once. You look quite languid. 
Tiffany! I say. I ant be fit to be seen—And 
fold your robe a little more, my love—O Tiffany! 
My clear lawn with the pink border is not come 
home! Do be agreeable, my sweet, and don't 
confuse my Lord with odd questions. Two o'clock! 
Why, Tiffany! I never can be ready. [ Exit. 


CAROLINE /laughing.) 
Is not mine a pleasant life, Constantia? A new 
foible or a new lover always ready to divert me. 
In vain does my sagacious aunt hurry me to Bath, 
and then back to town. Conquest is still chained 
to my chariot. Now, what in the name of wonder 
can my new swain be like? 


CONSTANTIA. . 


Have you never seen him? 


CAROLINE. 
Never. But don't be amazed at that. Nothing 


is so common as for very ourceptible gentlemen to fall 
in love with a lady's character. The event has 80 


often happened to me, that I expect a paragraph 
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in the papers: Yesterday three fox-hunters put 
an end to their existence by pistols, and as many 
town wits were totally annihilated, by hearing of 
te the uncommon excellence of Miss Seymour, the 


4 great beauty, the celebrated wit, and the immente 


% fortune“ The last words in italics. 


CONSTANTIA. 


You have enviable spirits. 


CAROLINE. 


They are worth nothing if they cannot dissipate 


your melancholy. One smile, my sweet Penseroso, 


or I must send for Greville to make you cheerful. 
A favoured lover is an animating object. 


L 


| CONSTANTIA. 


You will not persist in that mistake, when you 
know al! my story. O Miss Seymour, your pro- 
tection, your condescension, demands implicit con- 
fidence, and I will banish all reserve. The real 
name of the wretched being whom your benevo- 
lent kindness has reconciled to existence, is Dud- 
ley. I am a helpless orphan, early abandoned to 
the scanty support of parochial charity. — You 
start at the degrading recital. 


28 
CAROLINE. 
Modest merit, my dear ingenuous friend, « cannot 
be impaired by humble birth. I only wonder at 
your having acquired that elegant manner, and 


those expensive accomplishments, which seem pe- 
culiar to superior stations. 


CONSTANTIA. 


1 owe them to the bounty of a lady, who, when 
I was very young, received me into her hospitable 
mansion. She educated me with tender care, and 
generously promised to give me that independence 
which her ample possessions would have allowed 
her to bequeath : when a sudden dreadful accident 
deprived me of my benefactress. She had a son, 
adorned with every exterior grace to enchant the 
sensibility of youth, but destitute of every generous 
principle, which would have prevented him from 
taking advantage of the confidence of ere in- 
nocence. 


CAROLINE. 


I tremble for your danger. 


CONSTANTIA. 


For some time he persuaded me, that his designs 
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were all generosity and honour. But an incident 
discovered his baseness before my ruin was con- 
firmed. I fled from him with disdain, without a 
friend to guide my steps; fearing to find a seducer 


in all I met. Chance threw me into Mr. Greville's 


protection. How better can I describe his delica- 


cy, his disinterested goodness, than by saying his 
conduct is the reverse of Colonel Wilford's. 


CAROLINE. 


Colonel Wilford's, my love 


CO NST ANT. 


O, what have I said! but you will be secret. My 
knowledge of my betrayer's impetuous humour 
suggesting terrors for Mr. Greville's safety, I as- 


sumed the name of Beverley, and carefully con- 


cealed every circumstance which might lead to 3 


discovery of the author of my misfortunes. 


CAROLINE. 


- Rely upon my secresy, and be assured that you 
shall command all the services my ample wealth 


and sincere friendship can bestow. Though re- 


strained in one instance by the will of my beloved 


father, I am not confined in the expenditure of my 


"'# 
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fortune. I submit to the whimsical authority 
which my aunt and her parasite exercise over me, 
because I am entertained by an extravagance 
which does not impede my rea! pleasures. But 
should their caprice point at my Constantia, we 
will remove instantly to a separate establishment, 
where I may tell my sweet friend how dearly I 
prize her happiness. | 


CONSTANTIA. 


Thus on my bended knees—but language is poor. 
O may you find a heart of equal excellence to your 


| _ 


 CAROLINE. 


A very pretty prayer for a /ove-lorn lass. We will 
never part, but I must have a laugh at you now 
and then. I have already formed a very promis- 
ing project. This same Wilford, whom I heartily 
wish in the pillory, is no other than the entertain- 
ing rattle who diverted me so much at the play 
last * 


CONSTANTIA. 


Vou must attract every heart. 
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CAROLINE. 

It was an unmeaning flirtation, and the heart 

had nothing to do with it. But I will try to engage 

his attention; and if I cannot awaken real contri- 
tion, I can at least mortify the perjured wretch by 
she wing him, that the amiable girl he strove to be- 
tray, has merit enough to secure the esteem of 
others, who can give her those lucrative advantages 
which he promised and withheld with all the mean- 

| ness of capricious tyranny. But, though you have 
owned your pre-attachment, you have not con- 
| vinced me, that Greville was a disinterested knight- 

| | _ errant in this business. 


CONSTANTIA. 


| | Suppose I should tell you that he js in love 
with another ne | 3 1 


| CAROLINE. 


Indeed! I did not think he would be or capti- 
vated. Who is she?—O! you nod, and look saga- 
cious. Pray then don't divulge secrets. It cannot 
possibly concern me. Only as he is an old friend 
of my father's, I must wis# him happy. | 
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A SERVANT enters, introducing GREVILLE. 
| GREVILLE. | = 
Miss Seymour at needle, tete-a-tite with a friend, 
when all the world is in motion ! Surely this can- 


not be Portman- square, and you the idol of x univer- 
Sal admiration! . 


CAROLINE. 


True as you are alive; but the real divinities have 
the advantage of us mortal substitutes. Not hav- 
ing nectar and ambrosia always at hand, we must 
sometimes be tired and sometimes be stupid. 


* „ GREVILLE. 


„ The infinite variety of a life of fashion prevents 
the first; and I must run the gauntlet with all your 
adorers, if I acknowledged that the Second conse- 
quence ever affects you. 


CAROLINE, 

You forget the present stile of conversation. It 
is now become a perpetual glare of wit, a new bou- 
quet of overwhelming sweets. If you speak three 

sentences without a bon mot, some rival belle darts 


_ 


in, carries off all your beaus, and Sets you in a cor- 


ner. I exhausted all my own smartness at the 


oh last night; and I have been entreating Con- 
stantia to lend me a little brilliancy for the con- 
sumption of this evening. | 


— 


GREVILLE. 
Were you entertained at the play? 
TO”, | CAROLINE. | 
Prodigiously. 
GREVILLE. 


With the performance, or the com e ba ies 


CAROLINE. 


The company, certainly. No one regards the 


stage. If it is a comedy, we know there will be a 


harlequinade and a wedding; and if a tragedy, a 
dungeon and a ghost., It always thunders time 
enough to make us look at the vanishing. 


GREVILLE. 


| Were you diverted by something grotesque in 
the ladies or the gentlemen: 2 
J 
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CAROLINE. | 
The gentlemen, you may be sure. I love to 
study originals, and we are but transcripts. . House- 


wives when you are heroes; and MOTOR when 
you are pelit-mazkres. 


GREVILLE. 
But vince your influence over us is avowed, 
would it not be generous in you to exert your 
power by impressing a nobler character on the 


latter * ? 


CAROLINE. 

There is no scarcity of heroes; and nature never 
designed that a fop should be an improveable 
being. We could only turn them into coxcombs. 
They are more entertaining as they are, and a 
great relief to the sameness * monkies and r. 
dogs. 


Enter A SERVANT. 


SERVANT. 


Mrs. Medium and Lord Hazard request your 
company in the saloon, madam. 
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| CAROLINE, 
You will excuse me, Mr. Greville : 
«© When a lover's in the case, 
* You know, all other things give place.“ 


GREVILLE, 
Enchanting woman ! how must every admirer of 


thy playful wit lament that it should ever _ 
nerate into levity ! | 


CONSTANTIA. 
Do not call the amiable vivacity of youth nod 
happiness by so harsh a name. Every noble quality 
of the heart, a cultivated understanding, and a 
temper tenderly sweet, though innocently gay, 
unites to form Miss Seymour's character. O, Mr. 
Greville ! if I might but urge my wishes ! 


 GREVILLE. 
I trust, Miss Beverley, you feel comdorinbls | in 
your present situation. 
© CONSTANTIA.. 
Comfortable ? happy! At least if 7 nd be 
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happy. When you pointed out to me the expe- 
diency of my being placed under a /ady's protec- 
tion, I recollected the pain which proud humility 
imposes on dependents, and prepared myself for 
mortifications. But the generous, noble Caroline 
acts from different motives. Indeed, Mr. * 
ſne is ae of oo. 


| GREVILLE. 


You know my Singularity, I might : say my inks 
ness. Nicely susceptible, I never can rest satisfied 
with the meagre pleasures which content dissipa- 
tion. If I marry, love must be attended with con- 
fidence and esteem ; a coquetish wife, though pos- 
sessed of what the world terms 5 ane be 
misery to me. 


CONSTANTIA. 


A union with Miss Seymour would ane vo 
rome that I: | ' 


GREVIILE. | | 
I have adored her from her girliſh days; but 


before my situation left me at liberty to avow my 
| On her father's * exposed her to all the 
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dangers of a London life. Admired, flattered, I 
might say, worshipped; no friend to direct her 
conduct; Lady Seraphina, her only surviving re- 
lation, the dupe of the weakest vanity, and a slave 
to the meanest passions; what wonder the almost 
perfect Caroline sometimes errs ? 


CONSTANTIA. | 
And do you hesitate to avow the affection you 
so strongly feel, because the object has some little 
Shade of humanitÿj? 
'GREVIL LE. | 
Will you | ingenuously answer me one ques- 
tion ? ; 
CONSTANTIA. = 
. Upon my honour, I will. | 
GREVILLE. 
- Has she named to you the gentleman who con- 
versed with her at the pay? ? | 
CONSTANTIA. 


Do excuse me in that point— — 
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GREVILLE, 


% hope it is no criminal breach of confidetice. 
2 2 say, was it Colonel Wilford? 


| CONSTANTIA. 
You don't know how you distress me— 
GREVILLE. 
I can interpret your silence. 
CONSTANTIA. 


Not justly, if to Miss Seymour's disadvantage. 
Confide your doubts to her. I he she will dis- 


GREVIIIE. 


My wife must not be stared into complacency, 
nor must the easiness of her manner supersede | 

that delicacy which awes the libertine's effrontery. 
| Conceal my secret, Constantia, as you value my 
future peace. While suspicion and anxiety im- 
pede my confidence, 1 must only be her sincere 
friend, and try to repress the emotions of a pas- 
Sjonate but diccriminating love. 
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Euler TIFFANY. 


TITAN YT. , | 
Lady Seraphina is just arrived, Miss Beverley; 
and Mrs. Medium vishes you to come and help 
to entertain her. | 
|  CONSTANTIA. 
Surely it is impossible. Her letters by the last 
post expressed her intention of spending another 
month at Bath _ | | 


TIFFANY. 


I can't tell about its being impossible ; I only know 
it is true. Mr. Papilot and Madam du Tete have 
just stopped at the door; and they say my Lady 

and Twaddle are in a chariot and four close be- 
| hind. - Shall I tell Mrs. Medium, Miss, that you 
cant come? 


CONSTANTIA. 


Don't let me trouble you, Mrs. Tiffany. T am 
going this instant. i 


GREVILLE. 
Give my compliments; I will call again. 
| LExeunt GREVILLE and CONSTANTIA. 
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Yes! you may go of your own errands; for I 
hate to wait on oor gentlefolks. There were too 
many hangers-on in this family before you came, 
for a servant to have any comfort, vio Sure. 

[Evi 


END OF ACT 1. 


"ACT I. 


SCENE I. 


"Hs Serathing Fe 
LADY SERAPHINA and MRS. MEDIUM. 


MRS. MEDIUM. 


WAS afraid your ladyſhip's health was the cause 
> of your returning. 


LADY: SERAPHINA. 

"Tis. vastly kind in you, Mrs. Medium, to be $0 

anxious about my health; particularly since you 

must know that, well or ill, I am equal to every 

exertion. In future be so obliging as to recollect, 
that minds of a certain cast rise superior t to Corpo- 


real inconveniences. 


MRS. MEDIUM. 


| That is the very reason why I am 50 unhappy 
about your Ladyship. TI have seen you the life and 
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soul of a large party, when I knew you had all the 
time fell sinking into the earth; and you have gone 
from the play to the masquerade, and from the 
opera to the subscription ball, when you was dying 


with * and not a creature but myself found it 
out. 


LADY SERAPHINA. . 
True; but if I had stayed at home, the world 
would have been unhappy, and no soul would have 
enjoyed themselves. Really, Mrs. Medium, I find 
celebrity an intolerable burthen ; even my retire- 
ments are scrutinized. How does Lady Sera- 
tc phinaStrangeways spend her morning?” enquires 
one. In study, replies a second. No,“ says 


a third, her's is intuitive intelligence.“ “ She 


„ must devote them to music,“ observes a fourth; 


% for she plays divinely.“—“ Then how can she 


« find time for painting? retorts a fifth. She 
„corresponds, continues a sixth, © with the first 
“ literati of Europe.“ In short, Mrs. Medium, it 
is impossible to say how painful it is to be the = | 
ject of such e attention. 


MRS. MEDIUM. | 
I can vouch, Madam, that you do not seek it. 
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Indeed I must say, that I never knew a lady of 80 
retired a disposition so much talked of, or ba 80 


ny many admirers. 


LADY SERAPHINA. 


| You know, my good friend, the last is a theme 


which I cannot bear; I beg you will drop it. In 
vain have I repeatedly affirmed my insuperable ob- 
jection to marriage. I am absolutely persecuted 
with offers; and if I did not make it a rule to 
forget all the elegant compliments I hourly receive, 


my mind would be a mere repository of love lum- 


ber. It is very extraordinary that I can go nowhere 


without being followed "wy such fersecuting attentions. - 


MRS. MEDIUM. 


Lam sorry to hear you speak 80 decidedly; 1 


began to hope that the insinuating solicitations and 


the r merit of Lord Rusport— 


LADY SERAPHINA. 


That indeed is a painful subject. I'see nothing 
can escape your penetration. You discovered then 
his partiality, before Caroline's indiscreet manners 
compelled me to request you to take the 22 of 
her in London. 
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uns. MEDIUM. 


Saw it, Madam? every body must see it: he 


seemed to adore the very ground you walked on. 
Has his Lordship yentured on propocals | in form ? 


LADY SERAPHINA. 


Not absolutely, but in a manner most Seen 
to his enlightened mind. I saw to what end his 
conversation tended; and, willing to nip that bud of 
hope which I could not cherish, I explicitly told 
bim my fixed determination never to quit the state 
vu Blessed singleness.“ | 


uns. MEDIUM» | {nes ed 


O, mercy upon me! that was too harsh. Your 
Ladyship should have considered how much his 
health has been impaired in India. How did the 
poor gentleman support your answer? | 


LADY SERAPHINA. 


If any thing would have made me wish to recall 
it, it would have been his noble fortitude. His 
countenance flushed, and I saw a convulsive motion. 
But, recovering himself, he took advantage of the 
expressions by which I had tried to soften my 


refusal, and proposed, that we should cement our 
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friendship by a family alliance. He mentioned a 


nephew, whom he ow means to make his heir, and 
requested me to r the young fellow to marry 
Cann 


Did your Ladyship consent? 


LADY SERAPHINA. 


Certainly, I have no narrowness of soul; they 
will probably be as happy as common people can 


be. . Lord Rusport protests his nephew has a decent 


character; and Caroline has no nice sentiments to 
make her object to a handsome settlement. It will 
de a great charge off my hands. I am afraid you 
are e Mrs. Medium. ä 


MRS. MEDIUM. Tg 


N sorry that your Ladyship had not first 
heard of the splendid conquest Miss Seymour has 
just made Lord Hazard, my relation, and parti- 
cular friend, absolutely adores her. 


| LADY SERAPHINA. ? 
Adores little Caroline? Ha! ha! ha! that is 
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droll. This room is 80 hot, Mrs. Medium; will you 
have the goodness to open the door ? 


MRS. MEDIUM. 


With pleasure, Madam. He would come to any 
terms you should require. He waited on me this 
morning with proposals in form. Not chusing to 


take any step without your Ladyship, I did but 
just let him see Miss Seymour before she stepped 


into Lady Bell's chariot. Poor soul! he was $0 
confused. I never saw any creature so much in 
love. | 


N LADY SERAPHINA, _ 
Well! that is strange. Dear Mrs. Medium, I 
really am sorry to interrupt your interesting narra- 
tive; but I just recollect that poor Twaddle is apt 
to be ill after a journey. May I request you to see 
how the dear animal sleeps. I know your lumanity 


will not object to that kind Pe and Mr. Pri- 
mary will entertain me. 


MRS. MEDIUM. 


Certainly, Madam; just e is agreeable to your 
Ladyship. [Exit MRS, MEDIUM. 
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Enter PRIMARY. 
PRIMARY, bowing. 


Excentrety happy to see your ladyship. 10 
I ask how many sylphs you keep in your retinue? 
The carriages had hardly drove from your door 
when the whole town i Knew of your a arrival. 


LADY SERAPHINA. | by 
_ 'Tis very odd I should be so interesting. I fan- 
cied my absence was sufficiently long to admit of 


the inauguration of some new queen of taste. 


PRIMARY. 


Even then the usurper must have abdicated at 


the return of the rightful sovereign. I presume 
the Bath muses have contended for the honour of 
laying their garlands at your feet. 


LADY SERAPHINA. 


I end Mr. Primary, I am quite 9 to 
you. My mind is absolutely incrusted with Beo- 
tian rust. Scarce one literati at Bath this season. 
I was forced to be frivolous, or not a soul would 

speak to me. I met with nothing so elegant as 
your stanzas on Stella; I got them set to music, 


#7 ; « 
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and Lady Cecilia Squeakly accompanies them with 


her harp. She dwells on -one line very prettily : 
« Sweet syren ! = some nn strain.“ 


| PRIMARY. 1 


The Anteratiwe hizing must suit a „ 


LADY SERAPHINA. 

Sq it does admirably. « But who is Stella z 
enquired the boors. That,“ ſaid I, blushing be- 
hind my 85 «4 nn. cannot . * 993 


PRIMARY. 


I rejoice that my talents are devoted to so liberal, 
30 exalted a patroness. I have withstood some 
powerful solicitations since you left town. No less 


than three booksellers called in one morning. 


Name your terms, said they. But I was firm in 


my refusals. Two editors of newspapers, who 


wanted a nervous Writer, even threatened to libel 
me if I held out. I was forced to promise them 
an occasional essay. I might also mention an ob- 
Ns hint from ee. 5 


| | LADY SERAPHINA. CG 4 8 pg 
Such Roman firmaness should not be checked by 
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Spartan parsimony. But pray, Primary, what is 
the most fashionable reading? May I bring out 
my epic on Robin Hood this autumn ? 


PRIMARY. 


Nothing in verse longer than a sonnet will do. 
Season it as high as you please, poetry won't 
take. Anecdotes are your pretty lounging reading. 
But if you aim at a first-rate reputation, make up a 
novel. It is eaſily done. Sprinkle it with a few 
bold truths; and it may be absurd, or metaphy- 
_ sical, whichever is most agreeable, | 


LADY. SERAPHINA. 


O] now you mention anecdotes, Mrs. Medium 
Shall turn author. She has just told me such & 
charming one. | 


| PRIMARY: 
Favour me with the recital. 


LADY SERAPHINA. 


I Vill give it verbatim. Lord Hazard, a man of 
rank, a frequenter of the first circles, and one who 
really has seen the world, has fallen most violently _ 
in love with my ward Caroline, a little wild titter- 
e E 
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ing nts, with not one idea beyond the sphere of 
* nursery. | 


| PRIMARY. 
And Mrs. Medium believes it ? 
LADY SERAPHINA. 


Believes it? Never was man so in love since 

the days of Mark Anthony. 
| | PRIMARY. 

That is true, only she has mistaken the Cleopa- 
tra. His Lordship, Madam, has long passionately 
aspired to the honour of knowing you. I put him 
upon the plan. Her Ladyship,“ said I, © is now 
« at Bath, but her ward is in London. Mrs. Me- 
« dium is not particularly gifted with penetration. 


ou may get introduced into the family. It 


vill cost you nothing but a few common-place 
„compliments. A word to the wise.“ So, I sup- 
pose, he has taken the hint. Ha! ha! ha! 


LADY SERAPHINA.. 


Ha ! ha! ha! well, that is ridiculous. 3 Mrs. 
Medium and her penetration. | 
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PRIMARY. | | 
| Her book of anecdotes won't sell. Ha! ha! ha 


| LADY SERAPHINA, 
And Car must wait a little longer for her coronet. 
Ha! ha! ha! ; | | | 
PRIMARY. 
8 It would be a very improper ED] 


IAD SERAPHIN A. 


Undoubtedly. Besides, I bave promised her to 
another family. | | | 


| Re-enter MRS. MEDIUM. 
MRS. MEDIUM. 


I am vastly afraid, Madam, that Twaddle is fever- 
ish. Don't be alarmed. The pretty creature is in 
a fine doze, but he starts a good deal, and his pulse 
is too quick. Had not you better see him your- 
self? 5 


PRIMARY. 


You should speak with more philosophical accu- 
racy, Mrs. Medium. Her . is so sus- 
| crptible. : 

E 2 
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LADY SERAPHINA. 


I saw his eyes were languid, as Papilot carried 
him from the chariot. [Exit LADY SERAPHINA. 


MRS. MEDIUM, 


I'll tell you what, Mr. Primary ; you would be 
quite as much approved by the family, if you did 
not make so much mischief, and fill my lady” 8 
head with more whims and vagaries than she was 
born with. But a little time ago, poor soul! you 
had talked to her about the disorders of the body 
politic, till she did nothing but rave about relaxed 
systems, sovereign specifics, and radical expe- 
riments. Not a soul could answer her. I was 
forced to beg that there might be no experiments 
in the case; for I am sure my shoulder was put out 
of joint when my lady had me electrified; and I 
caught my death of cold last autumn, by watching 
in damp evenings to see the trees go to sleep; just 
as if trees were like Christian creatures. 5 


PRIMARY. 


Don't let us disagree, Mrs. Medium. We are f 
embarked in the same grand design; and Lady 
Seraphina's wealth is sufficient for both. I only 
beg an humble participation, but you aspire to ex- 
clusive possession. 7 
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MRS. MEDIUM. 


Don't coax me, Sir; I tell you, I won't be dri- 
ven out by a person I brought into the family. Did 
not II say, that you was a learned solicitor, too 
clever to get business, when I knew you was no- 
thing but a starved attorney. Did not I tell her 
Ladyship you could make her immortal? And when 
she found fault with you for being stupid, and auk- 
ward, I told her that was the case of all great ge- 
niuses. I persuaded her that the Bank was break- 
ing, on purpose that she should lodge five thousand 
pounds in your hands; and then to be pulled to 
pieces behind one's back, and to have one's e 
rite scheme contradicted— 


PR IMARY. 


My dou Mrs. Medium, what you overheard was 
a refined stroke of policy. We should be suspected 
if we acted in unisofi. I wanted to secure the mas- 
ter passion on my side, and now success is certain. 
While Lady Seraphina believes that she is the real 
object of Lord Hazard's passion, he may carry off 
her niece with impunity; and as contradiction 
only confirms her resolves, acquiescence will be 
fatal to the Rusport scheme. You must now own 
that I have a very profound circumspection. 


et, 
EGS 
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| MRS. MEDIUM. 

I have a good heart, Mr. Primary, and can't 

bear malice. And to be sure, if we don't secure all 

Caroline's fortune for my noble cousin, he may 
scruple to give you the five hundred pounds. 


_ PRIMARY. 


Very conscientiously considered, and very pru- 
dently too. I am afraid Mr. Seymour's will canner 
be set aside; and therefore I must keep up my 
influence over Lady Seraphina. But how did the 

lovers, as we call them, meet this morning ? 


MRS. MEDIUM. 


Pretty well for a first interview. His Lordship 
is not very prepossessing, but I think he will im- 
prove upon acquaintance. He was just going ta 
say some g things, when in bounced Lady Sera- 
phina; and the random Caroline, dropping her 
aunt a short curtesy, whisked away upon her 

morning ramble. You say his Lordship is generous 


PRIMARY, 


I never met with any one so liberal in his pro. 
mises; and yet I puffed off Miss Seymour's for- 
tune to two Jews, three nabobs, and one loan- on- 
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tractor. Are not you a little afraid Greville may 
prove some impediment to our designs? He looks 
at me sometimes as if he doubted my integrity. 


MRS. MEDIUM. 


And he scarcely treats me with common civility. 
But Caroline cannot abide him. 
PRIMARY. 


Are you sure of that? 


MRS. MEDIUM. 


Why, can you suppose that a girl of her spirit 
can like one of your mere good sort of men whom 
nobody zalks about? But I can soon get rid of him 
if he grows troublesome. 


PRIMARY. 


Surely I hear her voice upon the stairs. 


MRS, MEDIUM. 


Enquiring for me, dear lamb! Now I shall 
know all she thinks of my Lord. Do give us an | 
opportunity. | [Exic PRIMARY. 
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Enter CAROLIN E {followed by WILFORD). 
CAROLINE. 
This is carrying the humour of chivalry too far. 
'There can be no giants for you to encounter within 


the pale of my own residence ; and Lady Bell ab- 
solutely expects to set you down. 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


Lady Bell is the very best bred woman I know. 
She never mortifies any body by way of doing them 


a favour. How can I tell but there may be some 


enamoured necromancer lurking behind these 


screens and cabinets, who may carry you off in a 


whirlwind the instant my back is turned ? [ Looks 


ound, and tees MRS. MEDIUM.] Ah, my dearest Ma- 


dam! this is superlative good fortune. I could 
scarcely flatter myself, that by escorting Miss Sey- 
mour home, I should have the felicitous opportu- 


nity of paying my devoirs to you. I sincerely hope 


you are well, 


MRS. MEDIUM. 


Sir, I did not expect = 
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COLONEL WILFORD. 


That I'should wait upon you so soon. True; but 
we military men are fond of impromptus. I am just 
come from the Duchess of Dilletanti's. Her Grace 
flew to meet me. Dear Wilford !*' said she, I 
« was dying to see you. Can you tell me who that 
„ agreeable looking lady was, that sat in the box 
with you in a scarlet and blue turban? O! she 
had such inimitable ear-rings; so new, so whim- 
« sical; if I could. but, through your interest, pro- 
„cure my jeweller a sight of them.''—-Condemn 
me, Madam, if I did wrong; I boasted of your 
friendship; I even ann to put them into her 
hands this morning. 


MRS. MEDIUM (sitting down to net.) 


I cannot fulfil your engagement, Sir, Mrs. Van- 
dazzle has just borrowed them. | | 


COLONEL (citing down by her.) 

Mrs. Vandazzle will soon return them, and it is 
impossible I can regret an event which detains me in 
such charming company. Ah! netting too: „set- 
ting springes to catch woodcocks. How you em- 
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ploy every engine to destroy us inoffensive animals, 
Blinded by your radiant forms, fascinated by your 
harmonious voices, shot by your killing eyes, must 
you put lime twigs too in the bushes where we hop 
about! This is too unmerciful. 


CAROLINE (whisfters MRS, MEDIUM, 

This impertinence deserves a severe punishment. | 
Entreat my aunt to join us. After the reception 
which she shall give him, he will not soon venture 

here _ 7 


MRS. MEDIUM. (Apart ts CAROLINE.) 


I will my love. What a difference between this 
fop and Lord Hazard's behaviour! 
[Exit MRS. MEDIUM. 


COLONEL WILFORD. | 


"All-conguering Caroline! Even the Jealous 
Argus, which watches beauty, confesses the in- 
fluence of your potent spell. Thus on my knees 
let me bless you for the ingenious contrivance which 
allows me the liberty of offering you my Solicita- 
tions, my OW N 
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CAROLINE. 


Pray, Colonel, don't suppose me so obsolete in my 
notions of courtship. Kneeling swains, and mar- 
ble-hearted damsels, have been extinct this cen- 
tury. The gentlemen now complain of nothing 
but the suscehtibility of the lady, who often blushes 
consent before he has time for his introductory bows. 
You have not had much occasion for vows and %- 


citations in your numerous n have you, 
Colonel ? 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


If the change you mention, Madam, be universal, 
I must complain of my singular infelicity. It has 
always been my lot to be sincere and passionate my- 
self, and to encounter indifference and inconstancy. 


CAROLINE. | 
Really? in every instance? But I think I can 
believe you; for though you wanted to pass upon 
me for a man of gallantry, I perceived, the first 
moment I saw you, that you were as true a knight 
of Cupid's as ever wore willow garland. 


COLONEL WILFORD. 
I cannot dispute that observation; but I did not 


60 ; 


think my condition so visible. Will you. favour | 
me with an account of the genuine signs of amo- 
rous despondency? \ 


* 


CAROLINE. 


With pleasure. A forced gaiety, which ill be- 
comes a grief-corroded brow: A tender sigh, half 
uttered, and smothered in its birth by some at- 
tempt at humour, so unfortunate, that you are 
ſorced to laugh at it yourself : An uneasy shifting 
of the subject of conversation, particularly when 
love and honour are the topics. Bless me ! how you 
start! Did not you suppose that these peculiari- 
ties must strike every one who saw you? 


COLONEL WILT ORD. 


I only hope, Madam, that this delineation of my 
sufferings is a prelude to your intention of relieving 


them. 


CAROLINE. 


Do you think I can suppose myself the person who * 
has brought you to this miserable ſtate? No! no! 
Colonel; I won't drive you to absolute despair by 

a down-cast look, and an ever thine. I know your at- 
tentions to me are only intended- to divert the pain 
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of an unfortunate attachment. Heaven bless us! 
what a groan! I never heard any thing so like self- 
reproach in my life. 

| COLONEL WILFORD. 


You know my story, Miss Seymour. 


CAROLINE. 

T only know that there is a lady, and in this 

house — Ee SS 
COLONEL WILFORD. 


In this house ? I conjure you let me see her :— 
but for a moment, in your presence.—If you have 
any pity— = 

C AROLINE. 
Do compose yourself. 
cColoNEL WIL TOR PD. 
Villain as I have been, I will make reparation. 


© CAROLINE. 
Hush! hush! She is at the door. 
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Enter LADY SERAPHINA. 


COLONEL WILFORD [| running towards her.) 


Most lovely | most adored | [ares bact] Heavens! 


CAROLINE, | 
A very agreeable, though rather eccentric friend 
of mine, is importunate to have the honour of your 
Ladyship's acquaintance. Only my description of 
vou has thrown him into zhese raptures. Allow me. 
to introduce Colonel Wilford, of the Guards, to 
Lady Seraphina Strangeways. A gentleman, Ma- 
dam, who is practically verſed in ethics, and an 
_ adept in the theory of the passions.—A lady, Sir, 
who can give you ample information on those to- 
pics which I cannot explain. I regret that it is not 
in my power to e this agreeable interview, which 
must, I am sure, be mutually satisfactory. (O, my 
sweet Constantia, you are not yet half revenged!) 
: Aude and exit. 


LADY SERAPHINA. 


Don't be disconcerted, Sir, at that strange girl's 
familiar address. An abrupt introduction is no 
novelty to me. My house is crowded by literati 
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of every rank and nation, whom I admit on the 
easiest terms. I presume you have some impor- 
tant intelligence to communicate. 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


Really, madam, II- really, I have acting 
to say. I was in hopes of making some interesting 
discovery, when I saw you. 

LADY SERAPHINA. | 

Intimidated, I see: An agreeable, modest young 
man. T'll encourage him. /4side.) Very elegantly 
expressed. But allow me, even in the infancy of 
our friendship, to state my own peculiarities. I 
never admit of a direct compliment. 


| COLONEL WILFORD. - 
And upon my honour and conscience, Madam, I 
have too great respect or your 23 to pre- 


sume to offer any. 


LADY SERAPRINA. 


Neat and terse. Aude. My character, Colonel, 
may have been misrepresented to you. My inti- 
macy with distinguished people, and the universal - 
ity of my acquaintance, may expose me to mali- 
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cious censures; but, though I scorn to answer ig- 
norance or illiberality, I think it is merely candid 
to inform every gentleman who visits me, on his 
first introduction, that my notions of liberty are 
more than theoretical. You understand me, Sir. 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


I perceive, Madam, that there is something ter- 
ribly denunciatory in that 1 88 and I yes 
it points at me. 


LADY SERAPHINA. 


Poor young man! inexperienced, I dare say, 
therefore soon captivated. / Aude.) As neither 
prayers, bribes, nor threats, will ever make me 
part with my beloved freedom, or submit to be a 
mere domestic fixture, a connubial expletive, silent 
acquiescence with what may seem rigorous, is the 
only condition on which I can confirm the grant of 
my friendship. | 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


You are merciful in your cruelty, Madam. What 
a determined desperado must that man be, who 
would seek to confine 5% within his own domestic 
inclosure ! What! rob the world of its most valu- 
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able amwement! Hourly expose himself to the artll - 


lery of your wit, while the boldest are silenced by 


a single discharge! No, Madam; I cannot gaze on 


the meridian sun, nor * upon bon - bons and 
liqueurs. | 


| LADY SERAPHINA. 
Tropes and similes, how elegant! Aude.) You 
promise * to be contented with 55 nee 
COLONEL WILFORD, 


May I be bereft of my reason if I ever wish for 
more 


| LADY SERA HIN A. 


1 perceive you are a congenial Soul, Colonel | 
Wilford, and you shall be admitted to my conver- 
sations, as cecisbe in ordinary. We call ourselves 
The Literary Notables.” We meet to explode 


vulgar errors, and we banish the canaille. How 


comes it, Sir, that you sons of Mars so seldom in · 
tertwine the _ amongst your laurels ? 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


'T 1 bay, Madam, is a more delicate ban and 
cultivated with greater difficulty. It is exposed to- 
VOL. Is. F 
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a thousand dangers; and it withers the instant you 
neglect it. The faithful laurel grows spontaneous 
over the hero's grave, and, watered by the tears of 
his grateful country, tis sure to thrive; but the 
timid bay often fails to mark the spot where neg+ 

lected genius moulders into I 5 


LADY SERAPHINA. 


Pathetie and sentimental! Expand the iden, and 
it will make an admirable ode. | 


Enter a SERVANT. 


SERVANT. | 
Lady Bab Medlar, Mrs. 8 3 Miss 


oo Woes, come to wait — your ladysbip. 


* LADY SERAPHINA. 


4 


Conduct them into the Lyceum. Rais SERVANT : 
M y particular friends, Colonel. I must introduce 
you. No apologies. I will propose you for our 
moderator. We'll ballot for you this evening. 
But do compose your ode. We'll help you to a 
Stanza. Let it be obscure and figurative, for that 


nat 
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COLONEL WILFORD. (ud. 


If I could but lip down the back-stairs 


| LADY SERAPHINA. 


* 


Wherefore laurel-weeping wave—Pray walk first, 


Colonel. 


END OP ACT' u. 


x2 


Leut. 


ACT IL. 


SCENE l. 
Lady Serafina . 


COLONEL WILFORD, walking hastily, hreceded by 
a Servant, and followed by TIFFANY. 


: - TIFFANY. . 


A HEM ! Sir !—Pray, Sir, stop one moment. 


COLONEL WILFORD (going farrer.) 


Excuse me, dear ladies, I am _—_ overwhelmed 


with your favours. 


TIFFANY. 


Does not your honour want a valet? ? I bay a 
brother out beg place. 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


Ha my pretty little Hebe! Wilt thou give him 
a character? Give us leave, friend. (Exit SER 
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van.) 1 protest J have not Seen any thing so 
agreeable t these two hours. 


TIFFANY Foe a letrer. 


A letter, Sir; you may tell me the answer. = 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


(Read.) | © Perplexities — condescend — more 
| agreeatle—unmeaning raillery. Ah! by Jupiter! 


I am glad of that. What an unguarded fool I am. 
(Avide.)J—{Gives TIFFANY dome money.) By this shin- 
ing pledge of my e I will be punctual. 


TIF FAN *. 
(Declining, but at last taking the 3 ) 


O dear! no, Sir! Not for ten thousand worlds! 


I'm quite ashamed. I protest I'm vastly obliged 
to you: Whoam I to give this message to? 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


I will tell you who you are ner to give it to. 
Not to any of that fantastical, loquacious, ignorant 
coterie, who have persecuted me till I don't know 
the sound of my own voice; nor to that tyranni- 
cal, servile, suspicious duenna, Mrs. Medium. 


— <>; * 
- r 
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| S 

_ TIFFANY. 5 
He! he! he! Lard, Sir, I did not suppose I was. 

But to which of the young ladies? 


| COLONEL WILFORD. | 

To Miss Seymour, certainly. Which of the young 
ladies! Come back, my dear. You are a very 
pretty and a very sensible damsel; pray is there 


any young lady i in. this re ra besides ** Sey - 
mour 2 


TIFFANY. 
Don't you know that t there is, Sir? 


COLONEL WILFORD. 
| Why, yes—I have had a few hints, but I want 
more TOI 

| | | 2 vl | 
Then, Sir, I'believe it is best not told. There is 
Somebody, but I hardly know what she is. A poor 


cousin of my lady's, I fancy; tern w_ ; 
W e | 2 


COLONEL ron {cagerly.}. 
1 ber name Dudley? 
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TIFFANY. 
My lady calls her Beverley. But she looks as 
much like a body with two names as ever I saw 
one in my life. i 


COLONEL WILFORD. 
She is tall, elegant, inimitably beautiful; her —_ 


full of expression 
It a'nt civil to contradict one's betters, or I 
should say 8 as any pike-riaif. 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


Envy itself could not 80 villify her perton. 
Pshaw! I grow. a mere driveller. How F expose 


myself! 
TIFFANY. 
Then Miss Beverley i is not the person you sus- 
| pected: ; 


_ COLONEL WILFORD. 


Nel W. ee 
1 


. 


TIFFANY. 
And I an to give the . to my au, Miss 
Seymour? 


COLONEL WILFORD. 
Yes! you are to give the message to Miss Sey- 
mour; and tell my unn. I am all grateful rap- 
ture. [ Exit, dropping the letter. 


TIFFANY. 


Ves — raptures to be sure. Just as if I could 
not see that my poor lady is throwing away a 
world of love for one as don't care a farthing for 
her. Well! he's a pretty-spoken generous gentle- 
man; and he can't help it if he does like some- 
body. else hetter. As Mr, Primary says, if we do 
wrong because we must do wrong, it a'nt our fault, 
and I hope that's true. | | 


aw MRS. MEDIUM. 


MRS. MEDIUM. 


So, Mrs. Tiffany! fine doings in this family. 1 
Scarn to make mischief, but her ladyship know.. 
these goings on, running after rakish fops, and gig- 
ung, and tittering. What, I suppose he has been 
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talking love nonsense to you, and saying how hand- 
some you are? Now, when people tell me I am 
handsome, I never believe them. 


TIFFANY. 


I dare say you don't, Madam; and I am sure I 
never think of any such stuff. I only wanted to 
get my brother Tom into a genteel line. So I thought 
the Colonel, may be, might want a gentleman; and 
that is all I spoke about. 


MRS. MEDIUM (picking up the letter.) 


What, then, you keep his character ready written 
In your pocket, do you ? | 


TIFFANY. 


O dear, Madam ! pray don't expose me; it is 
all a joke; don't ruin a poor servant who has no- 
thing but her oh INE to trust to. 


MRS. MEDIUM. 


What hank: your reputation to do with this paper, 
pray? I shall read it, so no palaver. So! sol A 
receipt to cure the pa/fitation of the heart; that is a 
disorder I used to be very subject to. Don't dis- 
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turb yourself, Mrs. Tiffany; I shall just copy it 
into my memorandum- book. [Exit MRS. MEDIUM, | 
TIFFANY. | # 


Ca how terrified I was. If I did not think it 
was my poor Lady's love letter; but to be sure the 
Colonel would take better care of that. 


| Enter CAROLINE. 
 CAROLINE. 
Have you seen the Colonel „Tiffany? 
TIFF ANY, 


Yes! Madam, and a very fine gentleman he is; 3 
he is all raptures and e and he'll be sure to | 


W 6 


CAROLINE. 


Very well. Tell Miss pevetiey I request her 
e 


"TIFFANY. 


e Madam, I have not done r ta | 
telling the Colonel a little about Miss Beverley. 
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CAROLINE. 
; 0 vou have ruin'd all my hopes. How came | 
you to be so Impertinent ? 

TIFFANY. 


It was the farthest thing in the world from my 
meaning; but he had such winning ways, and got 
it out so by little and little; at last I told him she 
was as ugly as old scratch, and that satisfied him. 


CAROLINE. 
How durst you affirm such a falshood ? 
| TIFFANY. 


It was nothing but a white lie. Mr. Papilot says 
her ladyship tells a hundred of them in a day; 
and if you do but call them rozzes, or quizzing a bore, 
1 they are the funniest things in the world. Pray, 
Madam, don't be uneasy about Miss Beverley, for 
T have settled that business I'm sure. When the 
Colonel heard what a fright she was, he called 
you his goddess, and talk'd so charmingly— 


Well! well !— /Zxic TI ANV.) What an en- 
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lightened family this is! Heigh ho! I think I was 


' happier in my dear father's old manor-house in the 


Enter CONSTANTIA. 


CAROLINE., 


Well! my sweet friend, our plot ripens. I have 
apologized to Wilford for this morning's perplexi- 


ties; begged him to excuse my unmeaning raillery; 


declared, that I have a firm confidence in his ho- 
nour, and appointed an interview in my own dres- 
sing-room at ten this evening, when Lady Sera- 


phina will be engaged with her party. 


* 
CONSTANTIA. 


How could you be 50 precipitate ? 


CAROLIN E. 


I am very prompt in my measures. You shall 
conceal yourself, while I torture him into a dis- 
closure of his real character. Judge from what you 
hear, and step forward, either to overwhelm him 
with remorse and a or to seal his for- 
giveness. 
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|  CONSTANTIA. 

If by forgiveness you only mean, that I harbour 
no revengeful thoughts, his pardon is fully confirmed. 
I must also add, that I have been so accustomed to 
dwell on his image with tender sensibility, and to 
fancy that every virtue centered in his mind, that 
all my efforts cannot'break the bonds of habit. But 
if. in the word forgiveness, you include renewed 


esteem affd confidence, where i is the talisman that 
can silence the remembrance of his repeated per- 
juries, his mean artifices, his cruel designs? | 
CAROLINE 


I know he loves you. 


.CONSTANTIA. 


He may think himself uncomfortable, now I am 
not i in his power. | 


C AROLIIXE. 

I am much mistaken, if he is not rather the 
Spoiled child of prosperity than an inborn villain. 

I saw strong marks of genuine penitence. 


5 
CONSTANTIA. 


' You might mistake the vexation of selfish disap- 


pointment for contrition. Is the levity of his man- 
ners, which even yo reprobate, any proof of sorrow 
for past errors ? | ; 


CAROLINE. | 


| 1 explain it 50, I assure you. Lordly man is not 
very apt to own himself wrong; and therefore, 
when hard pressed by compunction, he takes re- 
fuge in some disguise. The deeper his gegret, the 
more eccentric is the masque with which he covers 
it. Wilford only wants such a wife as Constantia to 
shew him the genuine loveliness of virtue, and he will 
then grow ashamed of w_ a wbordinate character. 


CONSTANTIA. 


No! no! the wife that reforms kim must pos- 
zess many inherent distinctions, superior to the 
poor parish girl, whom his brother's bounty snatch- 
ed from indigence. My artless manners would soon 
seem insipid; and the world would justify him in 
believing that he had conferred sufficient obliga- 
tions on me, though he denied me the participation 
of his society and his heart. 


| CAROLINE.. 
Well Constantia, ſince you are 50 frm in your 
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resentment, my. petty scheme will be soon aban- 


doned; it is but writing the Colonel word that I 
have altered my mind, and we part without a sigh 
on either side. He talks of changing with a friend, 
who is ordered abroad, and in that case you will * 
safe from further powecution, 


CON STANTIA., 


Does he, indeed? You never el that cir- 


| cumstance. What has disgusted him with England? 


| | CAROLINE. 
That is what I wanted to know. 


CONSTANTIA. 
Then let the engagement stand; _ — 
that I Shall not be discovered. 
CAROLINE 
Shall you object to hearing what bases, ? 


CONSTANTIA. 
No. 


CAROLINE. 
Ah, Sanne if the music of bis voice and. the 
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magic of his sighs do not work an astonishing revo - 
lution, I know nothing of a woman's heart. We 


are of a melting composition, my dear; from our 
cradles, our nurses teach us to cry over dead 


dicky- birds; and we go wailing on till, for want of 


proper objects for our pity, we fancy ourselves 
tyrants; and then we are so sorry for that poor 
creature whom we make miserable, and so anxious 
to make that dear creature quite happy, that at last, 
out of pure compassion, we pop into Hymen's 
lock- up- house, which, I am told, is the best place in 

the world to be cured of romantic sensibility, _ | 


_ CONSTANTIA, 
Did you' pick up these dentiments from your 
morning conversation with Lord Hazard? 
CAROLINE. 


Conversations with Lord Hazard will never end 


sentimentally. His Lordship has true whitantial - : 


change-alley notions. His style of address is; 
Having heard a good account of you, Caroline 
« Seymour, I William, Baron Hazard, do consent 


e to give you leave to call yourself my wife, and to 


have my coronet upon your coach, provided you 
put fifty thousand pounds into my pocket.“ He 


vr 
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reminds me of the itinerant pastry-cook, who only 


Sold his gilt 6 to pretty little misses and 


masters. 


CONSTANTIA. 


But bs accompanied you on your morning ramble. 


CAROLINE. 

Followed me, you should say; I could not shake 
him off; and he diverted Lady Bell so much, that 
she encouraged him out of a frolic. He had indis- 
pensable business at every place we drove to. His 
morning gallantry must have been expensive: 
whatever I cheapened, he purchased with a signi- 
ficant bow, which told me, that he meant I should 


ultimately pay for his deference to my Wanne, | 


CONSTANTIA. 


Where did the Colonel j join you * 


CAROLIN E. | 


At Merlin's. Tired to death at coding my own 
sentiments reflected in the vacant mirror of his 
Lordship's countenance, I smiled encouragement 
on the lively rattler, who soon routed his rival's 
slender stock of wit, and led me off in triumph. 
„ . 
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/ 


He presumed upon my seeming preference, 80 J 


called in her Ladyship, who always out- herod's 
Herod, to read him a lecture upon self- sufficiency. 
She would fancy he came to make love to her, for 


she thinks courtship the grand business of _ and 
berself the universal enchantress. | 


CONSTANTI A. 


Does ſhe not allow that Mr. Greville is pron 
FFC 1 5 


CAROLINE, 


No, 1 ! his visits are placed to her account. 
Only she believes him, like herself, too wise to 
« cireumscribe his free condition.“ I have heard 


her pity and commend his honourable determina- 


tion to pine in silence. You smile, Constantia; 
O, my life on it ! my aunt is right. And this is the 
wonderful gecret you have kept with so much di- 
culty. J am charmed with the scheme, and shall 
doat upon my Cecisbey uncle. Here he comes, 5 
W wn Now I will rally him., 

_ Enter GREVILLE.. 


* 
GREVILLE. 


Long established friendship dispenses with cere- 
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| mony, or I durst not again intrude. « on Miss ox: 
mour's retirement. 


CAROLINE. . 
No one can do it who is more welcome, or whose 
visits give me more sincere pleasure. 
 GREVILLE. „ 
Indeed! how your goodness charms me. I have 
Sometimes feared that I presumed too far, and acted 
the monitor with unwarrantable freedom. 


| CAROLINE. 


oY is of your reserve, not your 1 that 1 


Z complain. Surely in a point wherein ur happi- 


ness was $0 intimately concerned, even supposing 
me callous to every sentiment of esteem and grati- 


tude, my father's friend might have entrusted me 
with a direct avowal. | 


GREVILLE. 


Enchanting, Caroline! go on thus 8 re- 
proving, though J am yet ignorant of wy of- 
fence. | 
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CAROLINE. 
It answers as I expected. How delightful! {Ade 
It i is unkind in you to suppose I can be indifferent on 


any subject which deeply interests you. Why 
wish to keep me ignorant of the en of your 


affections ? 


GREVILLE (muck e 


My motives, Madam solicitude for future 


happiness —even delicacy to you. 


CAROLINE. 


O charming! now comes the pathos. (Aude.) 
But for Constantia, I should not have certainly 
known your attachment to Lady Seraphina. But 
pray don't blame your confidante. Such extraor- 
dinary attentions would soon have revealed your 
flame. Two visits in one morning can proceed 
from no other cause than love. | 


GREVILLE /still confused. ) 
Or JO friendship. 


CAROLIN E. 


Mere 1 Friendship is a cold, timid, limping 


L 
F : 
r 


ing 
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deity: very unlike the ardent, fiery-winged god 
you mow worship. I remember how friendship 
looked in days of yore, when you rode over to the 


manor- house, perhaps once a week, to know how 


Miss Seymour's cough was, and to ask if she was 
muck hurt by her fall from her horse. But J will be 


merciful to your confusion, and go myself to in- 
form her ladyship, that Mr. Greville is all impa- 


tience to throw himself at her feet. Come, say 
you forgive me, and I never will call you wncle at 
Ranelagh. | [Baie CAROLINE. 


CONSTANTIA. | 


Miss Seymour's playful imagination continually 
starts some new theme for ridicule, and she pur- 
sues it into all its varied shapes. I hope you do 
not suspect that I have betrayed you? 


' GREVILLE. 


I place implicit confidence in your fidelity; but 
I perceive I have betrayed myself. Caroline knows 
the power she has over me. No matter: her no- 
bleness of soul will prevent her from abusing it, and 
I came predetermined to pe a period to a painful 
concealment. | 
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CONSTANTIA. . 
| You will long rejoice. that you have formed this 
ed resolution. 
GREV ILLE. 


I have ruminated on what passed this morning. 
I have considered that you see Miss Seymour in 


her most wnguarded hours. I have reflected on Wil- 


ford's acknowledged vanity, and the possibility 
that he may have discovered my attachment, and 
designed to excite my suspicions. These considera- 
tions, inforced by an instance of her attention to a 
decayed family, and a consciousness of the dangers 
to which she is exposed in this depraved society, 
would have determined me to hesitate no longer, 
did not an impending event render concealment 
imfeossible. | | 

| CONSTANTIA,. 
May I enquire what that is? 


_ GREVILLE. | 

You have heard me mention my uncle, Lord 

Rusport, who resided many years in India.” 
CONSTANTIA. 


I have, with the warmest esteem and gratitud 


87 


You shewed me his picture once, and I remember 
my heart leaped with an undefined sensation. I 
never saw so interesting a countenance. But I 
suppose I was prepossessed by your account of his 8 
benevolence. 


GREVILLE. 


I should be ungrateful not to dwell with trans- 
port on that theme. To his remittances I am in- 
debted for an education more liberal than my 
father's disposition would otherwise have allowed 
me. And IJ almost owed my support to his bounty 
during several years, when an unhappy misrepre- 
sentation estranged me from the parental roof. He 
returned to England about three months ago, rich 
and childless. His kind partiality destines me to 
be his heir: and he warmly recommends a young 

lady, whom he met at Bath, to by the _ of 
my future fortunes. | 


CONSTANTIA. 
How I pity the painful predicament in which 
this well-meant solicitude must place your grateful 
heart! 


GREVILLE. 


No! Constantia. Fortune was in one of her 


« i&! 
4 þ 
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kindest moods, and fixed his choice on the only 
woman who can secure my happiness. I must 
read you a passage from a letter which I have 
just received. (read.) It is not Miss Seymour's 
« beauty, wit, or accomplishments, that render me 


thus urgent, but the gentle humanity, which 


« made her often forego the admiration her charms 
« excited, to relieve an old man's. pains and an- 
« xieties by her playful sweetness. Such traits of 
« genuine goodness insure domestic peace.“ | 


CONSTANTIA, 


Excellent Lord Rusport! How just, how candid, 
are your sentiments! I have heard Miss Seymour 


mention him, but she does not guess at his inten- 


tions. 


GREVILLE, 


They were nat disclosed to Lady Seraphina, till 
after Caroline had left Bath. Her consent was se- 
cured by a little incense offered to her vanity ; but, 
by my particular desire, my name has not been 
mentioned, | T 


CONSTANTIA. 


Are you not own in this family to be his lord- 
Ship's relation ? | | 
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-GREVILLE- | | 

I am not: And besides that the delicacy ofa my 
attachment prompted me to discover Miss Sey+ 
mour's real sentiments previous to a direct avowal, 
my solicitude to defeat the machinations of cruelty 


- and avarice furnished another motive for n | 
ment. EIA FD 


CONST ANTIA, 
Win you e * 


GREVILLE. 


00 emi has given his daughter an unre- 
3 power over the expenditure of her fortune; 
but, supposing that youthful inexperience might 
require some check in a matrimonial connection, 
he intended to give Lady Seraphina a negative voice. 
A mistake in wording the clause has extended this 
prerogative; and, according to the terms of Mr. 
Seymour's will, Caroline forfeits half her fortune if 
she marries without her aunt's consent, which will 
be expressly refused to en 3 that pro- 
mises happiness. 


CONSTANTIA. 


Lord Rusport's introduction to her ladyship was 


particularly fortunate. But, considering your inti- | 
macy with this family, it is wonderful your kindred 
should be . 5 2 


_ GREVILLE. 
My : s long residence in india; a report 0 


that he was massacred by the natives, by whom he 
was many years detained a prisoner; the renun- 


ciation of his family name, and his newly- acquired 
honours, have favoured the concealment. Tell 
me, Miss Beverley, ingenuously tell me—I know 
that Caroline's heart is as excellent as her person 
is lovely—May I ever hope that heart. _O bs 
mine? 


5 co NS AN TIA. 
Ask the owner. 


TE | GREVILLE. 
Self-bestowed, she is invaluable. Could I but 
once see those animated features composed to an 
interesting seriousness! But while her wit charms 


the fancy, sensibility fears to attack 80 formidable 
an opponent. 
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Re- enter CAROLINE. 


CAROLINE. 


I have been a successful ambassadress, Mr. Gre- 
ville; your mistress is in the best humour possible. 
« What! Mr. Greville?“ says she; the very 
« person I most wished to see. I have some very 
important business with him.” Only mind that. 
I shall send for you, Caroline, presently.“ Now, 


but for my native — I should be dying with 
curiosity. | 


| | GREVILLE. 

But since all the world has not that intuitive dis- 
cernment, is it fair in you to read our hearts, while 
you envelope your own in impenetrable conceal- 
ment? 


| CAROLINE. | 

You are mistaken. I carry it in my hand, always 
open to inspection. I found disguise so inconve- 
nient, that I left it off while hypocrisy was the 


rage, but it soon grew common, and went out. No 
well-bred person is now ashamed of their own cha- 
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SRE VILLE. 


Vet a certain fair friend of mine rometimes | 
Seems to doubt whether delicacy and sensibility 
can please in their ue form. I have known her 
publicly court common-place compliments, and 
privately relieve a distressed family. Impatient to 
secure the attentions of a coxcomb or a gamester, 
yet turning from their disgusting society to enliven 
poor operant ennui we age and en 


CAROLINE. 


Your friend is an amazingly well-bred woman. 
I hope you are proud of her acquaintance. | 


Enter a SERVANT (who firecents ome boxes to CAR O- 
| LINE.) 3 


CAROLINE ſoftening the boxes.) 
It is a mistake. I never ordered them. 


SERVANT. 


* : [1 


They are sent by Lord Hazard, with his SY 
hip! s compliments. [Exit SERVANT. 


(CAROLINE and GREVILLE Stand silent and embarrasied.} 
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'  CONSTANTIA (afart to GREVILLE.) & ate} 
Be assured it is his impertinence. You dee he 
never en such a e of 


| GREVILLE (to CONSTANTIA, a 
But has not her manner taught kim to take i it 


CAROLINE Aude. | 


In what a perplexing situation am I placed f 


0 


CONSTANTIA (to cnnyitts) 
Only make some allowance for youthful indis- 
e - TOs 
| CAROLINE (Avide.) 
He wall not see how much I dread his censures. 


. 


CONSTANTIA (to e | 
Be ingenuous, as you value your future peace. 
__ GREVILLE. 
Then I perceive, Madam, Lord Hazard is the 
favoured object. 
bee ing” or O's 
You have no objection, I hope. Well! really 
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this anchor and chain is beautiful, How astonish- 
ingly our artists are improved 


GREVILLE (Still more agitated. ) 


If I could but for one moment command my feel- 
ings. Aude.) I have no privere reasons for dissatis- 
faction, Miss Seymour. My wishes for your hap- 
piness, though warm, are diunterested. But if your 
worthy father were alive, I think he would state 
strong objections, 


CAROLIN RE. 


— 


He left me, Sir, but one director. 


 GREVILLE. 


True. 1 request your pardon. I have presumed 
too far. In future, I will take care that my zeal. 
Shall not exceed the bounds of politeness. I fan- 
cied that you might be unacquainted with Lord 
Hazard's character. I persuaded myself, that it 
was too dissimilar to that 2b/ assemblage of manly 
virtues, which you were accustomed to eontem- 
plate under the paternal roof; that his mean un- 
derstanding, his dissipated life, his ruined fortune— 


97 14 CAROLINE. 
You use strong language, Mr. Greville. 


25 


Can that language be too strong, which strives to 
save the daughter of my most valued friend from 
ruin ? 


CAROLINE 


Then let me set my ſather's friend at peace, by 
assuring him, that I have no þromized to be Lady 
Hazard. And really, if 50 will rome not to put on 


that countenance again, I will make a vow that I 


never will. 


GREVILLE. 


Yet you accept his presents. 


Sa. 


That is all owing to my ebliging disposition. He 
would have looked as terrible as you did just now, 
if I had refused him. 


GREVILLE., 


I am silent. 1 think, Madam, Lady 9 
* to speak with me. 


CAROLIN E. 


| She expect you. [Exit GREVILLE. 


— 
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CONSTANTIA. 


'O Miss Seymour! how strangely do you trifle 
with so rare a portion of felicity! _ 


CAROLINE. 

I anticipate the lecture, so you shall hear my 
reply. You speak first, Mr. Greville is in love 
with you:“ and then you put in a whole galaxy of 
Mining virtues. I answer, © T have Bed s0 for a long 
time, and now I'm wre of it.“ Then says the sage 
Constantia: Why don't you place confidence in 
him?”—< Because, says random Caroline, he 
places none in me.”—* Can't you see, retort you, 
e that you alarm him by your levity ?** Now poor 
timid | am just as much afraid of his wisdom. Fi- 
nally, you conclude with telling me, that it is 
very iniprudent in me to use my power tyranni- 
cally.” And I answer, that as I cannot reign 
long, I will be queen while I can.”” O heavens! 
what a frightful sort of concession have you drawn 
from me! 1 


CONSTANTIA. 


I believe Mr. Greville himself would be alarmed 
at it in his present humour. How can you delight 
to torture him, when an ingenuous concession 
would make you both happy ? 


ht 


In 
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97 
CAROLINE. 


Cannot you let me be courted in the manner 1 
like best? I hate a string of unmeaning compli- 


ments. They make me go to sleep. I like to put 


my lovers upon the rack, and to pinch the truth 
out of them. Come, don't be pitiful at that idea. 
I don't conquer a Greville every day; and I am 
not one of those who look doleful in the hour of 


Ys 


CONSTANTIA. 


Take care he does not break his chains. 


CARDYLINE., 


Never fear. Your grave sensible men, when 
they once get into Cupid's net, lie down sullen, | 
and never try to get out again. It is only your 


Wilfords who turn restive, and try to break their 


toils. But the gossamer-bond sometimes proves 
too hard even for them. Go with me to my piano- 
forte, and hear me sing © O be joyful!” while my 
swain vents his spleen in soft speeches to Lady 


Seraphina. [ Exeunt. 


END OF ACT 111. 
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4 Fn Lady Serafihina's. 
We; | | LADY SERAPHINA ard GREVILLE. 


1 F LADY SERAPHINA. 
WE | ES! Mr. Greville, good nature is quite an in- 
A | convenience; and I pity those who are con- 
stitutionally subject to it; it always was my mis- 
Ss fortune. I took Caroline from no other motive. 
"The girl was an orphan; and as my poor sister had 
rusticated in the country for several years, I con- 
cluded the child must be deplorably ignorant; s0 I 
determined to educate her; but she was quite spoil- 
ed, and I can make no improvement. 
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| _ GREVILLE., 
| 


The manners of your ladyship's friends are ex- 
tremely dissimilar to what she was  accustomed 
to in her father's family. 


x- 


ed 


nineteen! Aude.) 
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LADY SERAPHINA. 

O, distant as the antipodes! and I cannot cure her 
rusticity. She even laughs at what is ii, though 
I tell her it makes all the world her enemies. Then 


she will ask the reason of things, and inquire about 


people's characters; and when absurd notions are 
supported, she tries to confute them, though I as- 
sure her that nobody gives reasons, or cares about 
character, or changes any . because they 
know it is ridiculous. | 


GREVILLE. 


How much She resembles her mother! 


LADY SERAPHINA. 


True! but I always respect the ashes of the un- 
conscious dead. Yet really poor Lady Caroline 


was a strange being, and her girl will be quite as 
disagreeable. Could you believe it? I could not 
possibly prevail upon her to go to Lady Diana 
| Sparkle's masqued supper, only because she thought 


her chaperon a person of donbeful reputation. 


GREVILLE. 
What a noble resistance to vice ans folly " 


H2 


Bea 
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LADY SERAPHINA-. 
| She makes me anxious to release myself from 
such an unpleasant charge; and I have projected 
an unexceptionable alliance. Perhaps, Mr. Gre- 


ville, you may be acquainted with Lord Rusport. 
| nit nts INS Br. : 
I am, intimately. He is one of my first friends. 
LADY SERAPHINA. | 
Indeed! then perhaps you can relieve my an- 
xiety respecting his lordship's health and spirits. 

I feel extremely uneasy about him. 

= 5 GREVIIIE. 

I am happy to have it in my power to satisfy 
your ladyship's sensibility. My letters this morn- 
ing give the most satisfactory account. 1 

LADY SERAPHINA- | 
Do they express no disappointment? No cha- 
grin? Po, | 


Quite the contrary. They mention, that he will 
be in town in a few hours, on a very pleasing errand. 
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LADY SERAPHIN A. 


I am glad he says no more. I excessively con- 
demn indiscriminate confidence, and shall imitate. 
the propriety I admire. This business, Mr. Gre- 
ville, might have had a reference to me; but reasons, 
which I shall not repeat, confine it to Caroline. 
Do you know Lord Rusport's nephew? 


 GREVILLE. 


Personally. 


LADY SERAPHINA. 


The family connection is so desirable, that I 
think she cannot properly object to him, He is a 
decent young man, I suppose, passable, and not 
likely to arent me? a e 


e 


I hope your ladyship will not find that he dis- 
appoints those limited „ 


LADY SERAPHINA, 


Since Lord Rusport designs to urge the affair 
with such precipitation, it is time Caroline should 
be informed of it. Her temper really is so violent, 
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that I shall esteem it a favour if you will be e proven | 
at the explanation. 


irn: 


ek will most Win oblige your ladyship. 


LADY SERAPHINA. | 


You are infinitely good. (To a SERVANT.) In- 
form Miss Seymour, that I request her company. 
(Exit SERVANT.) You seem, Mr. Greville, to be 
the only person that has the least influence over 
her. | 


| GREVILLE. 
| N !—In what do you discover it? 


LADY SERAPHINA. 


In a thomas instances. Her respect for your | 
opinion. Her solicitude for your approbation. 
Her admiration of your character. 


GREVILLE. 


If I have that influence, Lord Rusport's nephew 
need not fear rejection. I will plead for him with 
an earnestness proportionable to the interest I fee 
in his success. | 
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Enter CAROLINE and CONSTANTIA. 


CAROLINE (to GREVILLE.) 
I have not intruded too soon, I hope.  (Tolapdy 
 SERAPHINA.) My dear aunt, what is your plaag 
Sure ? 
LADY SERAPHINA. | 

You need not aunt me so unmercifully, child. 
Acknowledging relationship is a vulgarism. Sit 
down, Car. I have something of importance to 
communicate, and I am persuaded you will cheer- 
fully concur with the proposal. 


CAROLINE. 


Yes, Madam, you know I am always cheerful, 
and that I agree to every thing. ( Aude.) O hea- 

vens! what can she be going to say? The very in- 
troduction overwhelms me. 


LADY SERAPHINA., 


It is a plan for your future establishment in life. 
People marry sooner now than they used to do. 
And one would not refuse a good offer for fear of | 
being thought a little too precipitate. 
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CAROLINE. 


True, Madam, particularly as nobody can say it 
is a family failing. 


| LADY SERAPHINA. 


* My reasons for living unmarried proceed from a 
reſinement of principle, which cannot apply to a 


giddy girl, like you, in whom I have vainly endea- 
voured to awaken enlarged ideas. Lord Rusport, 
however, is willing to overlook your confined edu- 
cation, and he offers to introduce a young gen- 
tleman of unblemished character, his nephew, his 
intended heir, in the character of your lover. 


. 
' CAROLINE. 
I feel so obli ged to Lord Rusport and your 


Ladyship, that I shall make no opposition, provid- 
ed you will grant me a small favour in return. 


Example has ten times the force of precept. If 


you and his Lordship will only be married first to 
please my whim, I and his nephew will join hands 
immediately after to please yours. 


LADY SERAPHINA. 


Incorrigible creature! You see, Sir, how she 
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presumes upon my gentle temper. You promised 
to plead for your friend. 
Þ : CAROLINE. 


| You mou bor whom? 


GREVILLE. 
For the gentleman Lady Seraphina proposes; 
and if you did not seem $0 determined to reject him— 
CAROLINE. 


Upon my honour, Sir, I am not. I am quite im- 
patient to hear your reasons for my ws. ct this 
_ admirable nnn. 


GREVILLE. 


I should be very sorry, Madam, to urge you to 
any step inconsistent with your happiness; but if 
your affections are —_— dinenguged : 


CAROLINE. 
Free as air, believe me. 
| GREVILLE. 
If your estrangement from a lover, in whose 
bosom your behaviour may have excited hopes, 
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is not a momentary pique, but fixed 8 
bation— | 
CAROLINE. = 


Stay, Mr. Greville. Will your friend, in whose 


success you are so interested, woo my affections 


by appearing to doubt my rectitude? Will he court 
me by censures, instead of blandishments? and 
while he scrutinizes my heart, discover no trait of 
his own but suspicion? | 


GREVILLE. 
- He has a mind capable of distinguishing your 
worth, and a heart disposed to reward it. His 


deearest hopes terminate in the enjoyment: of do- 
mestic peace; and while he feels its high impor- 


tance he will study to deserve it. 


CAROLINE. 


Delightful! why this is the very phoenix I have 
been so long in search of. And will you, Mr. Gre- 
ville, be his surety, and promise that he shall faith- 
fully fulfil all these conditions? 


GREVILLE- 
I can vouch for his honour and gratitude, as I 


could for Os OWN. 
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' CAROLINE. 
Then I have no further ene | 


LADY SERAPHINA (fo GREVILLE. J. 


I am infinitely bound to you. {To CAROLINE.) | 
May I depend upon your assurance? A marriage 

_ treaty, entered into with a family of such conse · 

| . must not * lightly broken. | 


. CAROLINE., 


[ shall scorn to retract, be he the most 1 | 
piece of deformity that has been visible since the 
days of Esop. The marriage fetters do not now 
sit so close as they used to do. They may be 
shaken off when found troublesome. No girl of 
spirit would refuse risking a little adventitious heart- 
ache for the sake of enjoying a married woman's 
privilege of going where she likes, saying what she 
likes, and dashing in such a style as even detrac- 
Gon can scarcely think n 


nREvIIIX. 


This is 1 your real opinion of the peeuliaritie 
of the matron's character. 


CAROLINE. 
| Why should the sincere Greville doubt my veracity ? 
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LADY SERATHINA. 

Will you have the goodness. Sir, to accompany 
me into my study? I wish to dictate to my secre- 
tary an address to Lord Rusport. | 
* [ Exeunt LADY SERAPHINA and GREVILLE. 


CAROLINE, | 


All in the wrong again, Constantia. Is it not 50 7 


donxsraxrIA4. | 
Not quite. I trust Greville must see it is badi- 
nage; but I am concerned to think how you will 


retract a promise which you seemed to give SO 
seriously. 


CAROLINE. 

In the first place, unless my dear aunt, that 
ought to be, does not depart from her usual con- 
sistent inconsistency, the more I seem to adopt her 
plan the less will she desire its success; but if her 
benevolent wish of making me miserable should 
overpower her disinterested regard for my tune, 
1 have an nn hope in reserve. 


CONSTANTIA. 


Your schemes are so admirable! pray let me 
hear it? | 
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- CAROLINE. 
I trust my incognito lover is neither deaf, nor 
blind, nor an ideot. And grant me but these three 
requisites, (no very sanguine request, surely) he 
shall see, hear, and understand so much of my 
character, before he has visited me three times, 
that he shall make his farewell bow, and carry his 

hopes of domestic happiness to another market. 


CONSTANTIA. 
But perhaps you really may like him. How 
handsomely Mr. Greville spoke of him! How su- 
perlatively generous were his commendations 


CAROLINE. 


I hate superlative excellence of all sorts. Mo- 
rality upon stilts is both unsafe and suspicious. 


Enter a SERV ANT (who gives a letter to CONSTANTIA.) 


CONSTANTIA. 


To me, a few lines scratched n a pencil! Mr. 
Greville's hand. 


CAROLINE. . 


| You look alarmed, my love! for heaven's sake 
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CONSTANTIA. 

O Miss Seymour! your fatal friendship for me 
* undone you, if I cannot overtake him. | 
EZ OY CAROLINE rhe letter, and exit. | 


CAROLINE. 


— my letter to Wilford inclosed · I 
cannot read the writing. This, which accident 
C put in my power, is capable of but one construc- 
« tion. I can no longer be the credulous dupe of 
„ a blind attachment. If Wilford survives, warn 
« your infatuated friend O Greville! 

She stands in silent agony, 2 CONSTAN TIA. 


en RolIxB. 
Have you found him? 


CONSTANTIA. 


Oh, no! Thomas tells me that the paper lay in 
the study, inclosed to him; that he wrote a few 
lines upon the cover, and, bidding him take it to 
me, rushed out of the house like a madman. wo 
are faint, 


CAROLINE. 


No! not at all. aun he not say if Wilford 
Survives ? | 
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| CONSTANTIA. | 
> could not finish it-—Where are yung auen 


| | CAROLINE. 


There is nothing the matter —My * e 
r e = £1) i e 


' CONSTANTIA J 


a If Wilford survives, warn your infatuated 
friend to distrust the integrity of a systematic 
« villain. I probably shall never see her more. 
My dearest Caroline — Vet do not hate me. 


CAROLIN E. 


N o, I Re hate myself. Detested ee dis- 
ingenuous affectation, which has blighted my 
fairest hopes, taught me to restrain the confidence 
I longed to impart, and to check the expression 


of that sensibility which it was any pride to in- 


Spire. 


4 


CONSTANTIA. 


Cannot I follow him to his lodgings? I will make 
a full disclosure of my own story, and vindicate 
your character. 


- 
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If his better angel has but conducted him there, 
instead of exploring Wilford's hauns. 


| CONSTANTIA. 
Iwill try this moment. And if I find him, will 


you authorize me to mention your alarm ? 


_ CAROLINE. 


'You may say, that I hate duels, and am tho- 
roughly out of humour with this letter, which I fan- 
cied such a masterly performance. 


| CONSTANTIA. 
May I go no further? 


 CAROLINE. 


Do not stay to make too many promises, but 
hasten back to tell me of his safety. [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE II. 


Changes to GRE V I LLE's lodgings. 


GREVILLE (walking about in great agitation.) . 


InraTUATED woman! but her crime will be her 


punishment. The discovery however was fortunate. 
Just as my blind attachment had again persuaded 
me that her heart was right, and urged me to res- 


cue her from Lady Seraphina's machinations— 


Playful sportiveness—Y outhful vivacity ! No, those 
extenuations can no more deceive. An assignation— 
I neyer can palliate that—The man a libertine, who 
scoffs at the weakness he betrays—The woman, 
Caroline Seymour.—Taste and elegance, a correct 
education, an informed mind—What are ye all? 
weak defences, ineffectual barriers against the in- 
roads of coquetry and dissipation. (Throws himself 
fron the ofa.) Who waits there? 


Enter JERVIS. 


GREVILLE. 


Is Colonel Wilford at home 
VOL, IL. | * 
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JERVIS. | 
Forgive me, Sir; I have served you from your 
childhood: pardon my first act of disobedience. 
You trembled so much when you wrote the note, 


3 
a 1 GREVILILIE. 
„„ | 
Malls about the room a few moments, then takes hold of © 
| JERVIS'S arm.) 


Heaven be praised —1 thank you, Jervis. You 
have saved me from a deed which the phrenzy of 
desperation could scarcely excuse. | 


| JERVIS, | 
O, Sir! you have often told your young compa- 
nions, when they disagreed, that no provocation 
could justify a man for lifting up his arm against 
the life of a fellow- creature in a private quarrel. 


-GREVILLE, 


I can moralize, Jervis, in the absence of tempta- 
tion, and then become more rash, more despicable 
than the person I condemned. My blind fury 
pointed at a man who, perhaps, never intended to 
injure me. | | 
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| JERVIS. 
I any fatal consequences had ensued, you would 
never have known nenn hour of happiness. 


GREVILLE. 


. and I have shook hands, and parted. | 
But I am thankful that 1 have escaped self-re- | 
proach. I will hasten from London, resume my rural 
occupations, compose my agitated soul amongst the 
dark recesses of Beech Wood, and endeavour to 
forget the dearer hopes which prompted me to 
decorate my groves, or to slope my sunny lawns. 


IERVIs. 
Lord Rusport, Sir, has this instant alghted at 


your door. 


GREVILLE. 
My RES How shall I evade the 8 


topic on which he will expatiate 
Enter LORD RUS PORT. 


GREVILLE. 


I rejoice to see you again in London, Sir. 
| 12 


—— a nn 
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LORD RUSPORT. 

And I am happy to revisit it with recovered 
health, and renovated spirits; these are blessings 
which sensualists think little of, but which, when 
irreparably injured, they feel to be invaluable. 


*# 


GREVILLE. 


4 May 5 Os yours! * 


LORD RUSPORT. 


That wish, Harry, from the mouth of a dinipated 
young man would not merit a reply, but I know 


you too well to doubt your sincerity. Perhaps 


much of my present hilarity may proceed from the 
interest I take in your happiness. I need not ask 
whether you hold your resolution of being intro- 
duced to Miss Seymour: when you have once seen 
her, I shall leave the repetition of your visit to 


your own discretion. 


Ty GREVILLE. 


I feel the warmest gratitude for your intended 
kindness. 


LORD RUS PORT. 


I am only kind to myself. You are my sole sur- 
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viving friend, and the heart must have some object 
to interest its affections. The pestilential climate 
of India proved fatal to my wife and children; 
and the dearest connection of my early youth was 
forcibly broken before I left England. 


| GREVILLE. 5 
It is with the deepest regret that, on reconsider- 
ing the subject, I find myself forced to request that 
you will urge this affair no further. | 


LORD RUSPORT. 


| Indeed!—How am I to account for this sudden 
change? You gave me your honour that your af- 
fections were disengaged. | 


| GREVILLE. 
I spoke the truth, Sir; I have no attachment 
which can interfere with my addressing Miss Sey- 
mour. | | 


LORD Rus ORT. 


Then why reſuse to see her? Vou may be in- 
troduced as an acquaintance; and if any objec- 
tions arise, the proposal need not be made. I have 
been thought fastidious in my taste respecting 
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beauty; but such intelligent loveliness, features 80 


full of mind, so animated yet so sweet, I never be- 
held. . = | 
GREVILLE {much agitated.) | 


I conjure you, Sir—1 have seen the lady. 


; LORD RUSPORT. 
You kits seen her!—You are dizengaged! And 
yu proof — her charms ! | 
.  GREVILLE. | 
No! not proof. Do not urge me.—There is a 
mystery—My reluctance to marriage— — 
* .LORD RUSPORT. 


I can now penetrate this diingenueus mystery. As 


you value your future peace, Harry Greville, let 


not the dangerous blandishments of an illicit amour 
inspire a libertine disgust to an honourable institu- 
tion, designed to sooth our griefs, and to multiply 
our comforts: my sad story might dissuade— 


_ GREVILLE. 


Let me not recall any painful remembrances— 
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' LORD RVSPORT. 

No; the image is ever present to my mind The 
confiding maid, whom false notions of happiness 
encouraged me to seduce and abandon— The help- 
less infant I was compelled to desert Retributive 
justice! thou hast visited my sins! May my suffer- 
ings, my deep repentance atone !— But, believe 
me! the cruelties of the Mysorean Prince were 
Slight afflictions compared to the excruciating pangs 
of intellectual torture. | 


GREVILLE. 
I remember your agony when my grandfather + 
forced you to India. Young as I was, it made a 
deep impression upon my mind. O my revered 
uncle! it is not the influence of a licentious pur- 
Suit that impedes my happiness. I once hoped to 
find it in that state which you describe to be the 
solacer of our griefs, the multiplier of our joys. 


LORD RUSPORT. 


And what prevents ? 


GREVILLE. 


Miss Seymour herself. The captivating, the ir- 
resistible Caroline, whom! have long loved 
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LORD RUSPORT. 
How! you have long loved her? Did I under- 


| . Fey Is ne pre- engaged? 


 GREVILLE, 
I Believe $0. 


N LORD RUSPORT. | 
You Believe so? Your love is cold, Harry, if you 

can Surrender such a treasure on any reason * | 

of RY. 


| | GREVILLE, 
It is certainty. 1 beveech you press me no enn 


Enter JERVIS. 


 JERVIS., 


A lady, Sir, requests to see you this instant. | 


| GREVILLE. 
A lady? Her name 


IERVIS. 
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Znter CONSTAN TIA. 


3 13 . 
4, 8 4 
. 
* 2 8 % 


£4 IE) 
"6 * 1 EY 


= CONSTANTIA. 

I could not wait for an introduction. The im- 
portant secret I have to communicate— {/zeeing 
LORD RUSPORT) I request your pardon, You are 
engaged. 

| GREVILLE, 
No: Lord Rusport;—Miss Beverley. 


LORD RUSPORT, [| Stands in n . 


| "Tis more than fancy! the same expressive bar- 
mony of features 


* 


CONSTANTIA (To GREVILLE) 


I will not detain you. I only come to vindicate 
an amiable but _——_— character. 


ron RVSPORT. 
The very modulation of her voice. 


GREVILLE (To CONSTANTIA.) 


Can such marked impropriety be extenuated ? | 


122 
CONSTAN TIA. 


Believe me, I can justify all. Suffer me to s 
to you alone but for one moment. | | 


1oRD Rus PORT. 
O stop, Madam ! I would not be impertinent— 
Your striking resemblance to—to—a lost friend 
Your name is Beverley; but you might have had a 
relation—an aunt, perhaps; pray pardon me. Did 
you ever hear of Constantia Dudley ? 


| CONSTANTIA. 

[ have; she was very near and dear to me she 

died of a broken heart. | 
' LORD RUSPORT. 

She did—murdered innocent !—And thou her 
living image! (pauszs) Do you remember her, Miss 
Beverley ? Ro | | 

 CONSTANTIA. 


I was only four years of age when she died, but 
I never can forget one sadly impressive scene just 
after she expired, a gentleman rushed into the 
room, and in all the agonies of despair and grief, 


123 


ae himself upon the corpse, called her his Con- 
Stantia— 


LORD RUSPORT, 
Oh! hold my bursting brain. Sixteen years 
cannot erase that soul-harrowing recollection. 
Who art thou, that recallest the horrid story ? 


| CONSTANTIA, 
Her daughter. | 


LORD RUSPORT. 


Her daughter! Constantia Dudley thy mother! 
Thy name Beverley? Nay! deceive me not. As 
thou hopest for mercy at thy last hour, sport not 
with my agony! If thou art my child, a scar upon 
thy arm — ' Tis here—mysterious providence 
{Falls on CONSTANTIA'S neck; GRE VILLE «forts him.) 


CONSTANTIA. {tneeling.) 


My father—well might my heart throb at t seeing 
you. Oh! bless your unhappy girl. 


LORD RUSPORT. 


My child, let me kneel to thee, and beg thee not 
to curse the author of thy disgraced existence, the 
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| betrayer and murderer of thy mother; she was as 
young and as beautiful as thou art, when my guilty 
passions — But I did not wilfully abandon hee. 
An implacable father forced me from my native 
country, and thou wast left, I know not to what 
protection. 


* GREVILLE.. 
My uncle! my friend! long may you rejoice in 
the possession of your recovered treasure. But one 
mystery still remains; the helpless offspring of 
your Constantia, whom I vainly endeavoured to 
discover, was called by her mother's name. 


CONSTANTIA. | 
And the trembling fugitive, whom you saw one 
evening pale and breathless, flying she knew not 
where—She whom your generous pity protected 
from insult, shielded from want, and placed in ho- 
nourable security, bore tit name, till, fearful to ex- 
pose her benefactor to danger, she assumed a ficti- 
tious appellation. 


LORD RUSPORT. 


My child, even in this sketch of thy sorrow I 
trace my ook Constantia. Thou seemest risen from 
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her grave, to prove the reality of my oft-affirmed 
repentance. Let me once more clasp thee in my 
arms, and swear by thy dead mother's wrongs to be 
indeed thy father. Strive to forget thine infant suf- 
ferings, thy youthful trials. Splendid fortune awaits 
thy future years; nor shalt thou ever quit the pa- 
ternal mansion, till some worthy lover, whom thine 
own heart approves, supplies my affections with a 
more tender care. | | 
CONSTANTIA. 

Rich in the long-withheld blessings of parental 
tenderness, never can LI basely forget the generous 
friend who protected me when I was destitute, and 
comforted me when I was miserable. As the 
daughter of Lord Rusport, let me repay my gene- 
rous kinsman for all his goodness to the forlorn 
Constantia. The heart of the most amiable of wo- 


men is firmly yours, and her character is as spotless 
as your own. | : 


GREVILLE. 


What can I believe against positive evidence? 
Malice might inclose her letter to Wilford to me; 
but I know it is her writing. 5 
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CONSTANTIA. 


I can justify her from every fault, e indis- 
creet warmth in oy attachment to me. 


LORD RUSPORT. 


My emotions have overpowered me: lead me 


into the open air, and there tell me my full obli- 
gations to Harry Greville. I have long felt the 


burden of solitary wealth, and sunk under the mi- 


sery of unconnected existence. Social blessings 


promise to enrich my declining years; and my 
feeble frame is supported by the humble hope that 


the sins of my youth are forgiven. . [æExeunt. 


* 


EN D OF ACT iv. 


ACT V 


SCENE I. 
| Lady Serafthina's., 
Enter CAROLINE and MRS. MEDIUM. 
MRS. MEDIUM. 


Is not an. every-day offer, Miss Seymour, I 

| assure you; and a hundred fathers wills 
Should never make me give it up to please Lady 
Seraphina. What! engage myself to a man un- 
sight and unseen, as one may say, and who, if he 
ever does become Lord Rusport, must fall into 
the very fag end of the nobility ! whereas Lord 
Hazard's wife may walk at the next coronation 
within two or three of the viscountesses. 


CAROLINE. 

What a consolation to one who must be an adeſit 
in the science of walking! No, no, Mrs. Medium; 
= never will be tricked out of myself. Heigh ho! 
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What can have become of Miss Beverley? I hope 


my man-in-the-moon swain has not run away with 
her. 


uns. MEDIUM. | 
Very likely; while his uncle is toadying Lady 
Seraphina, to know how many acres there are in 
your goose-pasture farm, and whether there is 
much timber upon your estate. O] how I hate 
Such mercenary doings. But don't distress yourself, 
my dear; your perplexities _ soon be over. 


_ CAROLINE. 


As things now stand with me, that js very e com- 
fortable intelligence. 


MRS. MEDIUM. 

Ves, my love, be composed. My noble cousin 
is not one of your dilly-dally lovers. He will either 
call his rival out, or make your aunt hear reason, 
after the encouragement you have given him. 


CAROLINE. 


Mercy upon me, Mrs. Medium ! 1 give Lord 
Hazard encouragement ! why I laughed at him 
the whole morning. 
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MRS. MEDIUM. 


The very circumstance that he builds his hopes 


upon; he calls it enjoying his wit, and smifing 
assent; and I assure you he expects you will soon 


come eur Lady Hazard. If you will take my opi- 
nion, it will be the only way of rescuing you from 
the dangers which threaten you. 


CAROLINE. | 


What dangers? 


MRS. MEDIUM. 

And are you really kept so in the dark? Poor 
lamb, then I do pity you! Why the world says you 
are sold to Lord Rusport. He and your intended 

husband are expected every moment. My lady 
says you have given her a promise; and I say you 


gave Lord Hazard as good as a promise, for you 


accepted his presents and gave him public en- 
couragement. So I don't know what you will do 
to keep the world from talking about you. 


CAROLINE. 
| (Seeing CONSTANTIA þass over the Stage.) 
O, my dear Constantia! are yo returned? 


[ Exit. 
VOL. II. 2 K f ; 


eee 2 


It answered; for he left the house in a strange pas- 


ground? 


130 


MS. MEDIUM. 
Very pretty behaviour indeed, to run away in 


the midst of one's story; just as if one had no sense 


to know whether one had said enough. O, Mr. Pri- 


mary! things are in a fine train. 


| Enter PRIMARY. 


PRIMARY. 


Very much $0 indeed, Mrs. Medium. 


MRS. MEDIUM. 


I did all I could, and I always was a special con- 


triver. This hoity-toity Miss, you must know, 
wrote a love- letter to Colonel Wilford; I had the 
good luck to find it, and inclosed it to Greville. 


sion, and I sincerely hope they will settle their pre- 

tensions with a brace of hullets to-morrow morning. 
She swears . never will come into her aunt's 
plan. | 


PRIMARY. 


"I she? that is well; but it signifies anion 
spiriting away other lovers; does my lord gain 


131 
MRS. MEDIUM. 


All in good time; it is early days yet. Young 
ladies are delicate in their affections, and must not 
be hurried ; she will like him better and better. 


PRIMARY. 


But my lord's finances grow worse and worse. 

His creditors are the most merciless set of beings I 
ever met with. I assembled them this evening, and 
delivered a very elaborate harangue upon lenity, 
moderation, and pity : but though the speech 


turned upon such potular subjects, not a soul soften- 


ed: there will be an execution in his house to- 
morrow morning. : 8 


MRS. MEDIUM. 5 


Oh dear! dear! But you have recured your fire 
| hundred pounds ? 


PRIMARY. 


= I am an honest man, Fave had nothing more 
Substantial than his lordship's PR | F 


5 MRS. MEDI1UM. 


Poor gentleman! how great families come to 
ruin! Is there no possibility of a week's delay? 
K2 
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The creditors disputed my word, and it is a long 
time since his lordship passed for sterling. A 
written promise from Lady Seraphina might do 
some good: but then, if detected, we are blown 


up. 
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I have not nursed Twacke for nothing, Mr. Pri- 
mary; I have taken good care of number one : 
and to tell you a secret, I always intended to retire 
and enjoy my honest earnings some time or other; 
so as it is good cause I shall not ning being 
blown UP, as you call it. 0 
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May we depend upon Miss Seymour's rejecting 
Lord Rusport's proposals? | 
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That you may: for a whimsical pron, , ar is 
charmingly obstinate. | 


PRIMARY, 


There will be some papers 8 RTM 
this evening, and I may procure a wu! signature. 
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One must finesse a little, Mrs. Medium; business 
cannot go on without it. 


MRS. MEDIUM. 55 


O! it is perfectly lawful. Draw up a form im- 
mediately. | | [Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 
Changes to CAROLINE'S Apartments. 
Enter CONSTANTIA and CAROLINE. 


CAROLINE. 


Never did heart more sincerely rejoice in the 
reward of virtue than mine does at your prosperous 


fortune. How Wilford's pride will be humbled 


when he discovers that his libertine principles and 
selfish views have robbed him of the sublime de- 
light of raising the unfriended Constantia to the 
rank her birth . merit alike deserved ! 


CONSTANTIA. 


I am so rich in my vast fund of unexpected hap- 
piness, that I have lost the memory of former sor- 
rows. I have scarcely thought of Wilford since Lord 
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Rusport, folding me in his arms, recognized me for 
his long-lost child. | 


CAROLINE. 


That is the way you grave sentimental ladies 


| always treat love. Something belonging to the 


higher class of feeling steps in, and away rambles 
terrified Cupid. We spirited girls, who fight every 
inch of ground with him, are, after all, his only true 


worshippers. You must, however, allow a little 


obligation to him; for had not you been dispatch- 


ed on one of his embassies, the happy ecclaircisse - 
ment could not have taken place. 


CONSTANTIA. 


Don't forget that notwithstanding my ovn rap- 
tures I soon returned with the agreeable news of 


Mr. Greville's safety. You * at that intelli- 
gence, I know. 


CAROLINE. 


Lest is very satisfactory to find that he does 
not think me «vortk fighting for; and I certainly 
must admire the able moderation, which induces 


him to urge my * obedience to my aunt's 


commands. 


i 
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CONSTANTIA. 


Now you misconstrue his expressions, 5 I must 
repeat his own words. He begs you to honour him 
with a patient hearing, and he thinks that after that 
you will not retract your promise to Lady Sera- 
phina. He a thousand times repeated his assurances 
of the lively interest he takes in your happiness. 


CAROLINE. 


"ln the judge always is deeply affected at the 
fate of the prisoner he condemns. I did not think 
Greville quite so inflexible. 


CONSTANTIA. 


You never authorized me to tell la your real 
sentiments. 


o AROLINE. 


Trusts of importance imply a discretionary power. 
With a friend so very þrudent, and an admirer $0 


highly reasanablle, I must be refractory if I don't 
learn diseretion. 


CONSTANTIA. 


But do determine how you will act in this crisis 
of your fate? Lady Seraphina will not permit you 
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to persist in refusing to see the lover she favours ; 
and even should she allow you to retract your 
promise, will not the world construe your caprice 
into a preference for Lord Hazard? 


CAROLINE. 

I must endeavour to make the world think better 

of me, by proving that I am capable of reformation. 

O, if I can but get out of my present troubles! 

I only wish to mortify Wilford this evening, and 

| In make vows against coquetry to-morrow morn- 
ing. 


CONSTANTIA. 


| Suppose, by way of confirming 1 in that 
resolution, you make Greville your father confessor to- 
night. The disclosure of my story has fully justi- 
fied you respecting Wilford ; and a little self- con- 
demnation, expressed with your captivating frank- 
ness, will explain the whole business of the Hazard 
flirtation, and your thoughtless engagement to Lady 
Seraphina. I assure you, I saw nothing vary 's in- 
feexible in his behaviour. 


CAROLINE. 


1 know my playful humour has hurried me into 
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| extravagance; and were he but generous enough 
to suppose I can tec my fault without forcing me to 
confess it, I would for ever renounce the pleasure I 
have felt in giving pain, and try to deserve his re- 
gard. But to pique me by pretending to solicit ö 
for a rival female pride cannot bear that. (haue 
Perhaps, Constantia, you have been a flatterer, and 
[ a self. deceiver He never loved me. 


4 


CONSTANTIA. 


I may have been mistaken : but if you grant him 
the conference he requests, you will be better able- 
to discover his sentiments. 


CAROLINE. 


Well then—say I request to see him. O dear! 
tell my Bath beau that I cannot congratulate him 
on the event of his recovered daughter, till I can 

put my Bath face on. You must excuse me, Con- 

stantia; I have such a mortal dislike to officious 
people, that I cannot say your father improves 
upon acquaintance. 


' CONSTANTIA. 


Mr. Greville has not waited for your summons. 


— 
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CAROLINE. 


O heavens! detain him one moment, while 1 
effect composure. | ; [ Exit. 


Enter GREVILLE. 


GREVILLE. 


I could no longer suppress my impatience, and I 
indulge it under cover of compliance with Lady. 
Seraphina's wishes. Those admirable resolutions 
you mentioned—are they more than the impres- 
sions of a temporary alarm ? 


CONSTANTIA. 


Miss Seymour's determination to divest her cha- 
racter of every adventitious foible which debased 
its native excellence, is confirmed; and I augur, 
that the most agreeable explanation will take 


place of mutual doubt and apprehension. In what 


train are affairs below ? 


GREVILLE. 


In the happiest. I know not from what mo- 
tives, but Primary has encouraged Lady Seraphina 


to repeat her consent in too unequivocal a manner 


to allow her to retract it. He even suggested the 


139 
expediency of a written engagement, which my 
uncle has declined. I plainly perceive some ini- 


quitous plot is in agitation, and that the sycophant 
Medium and Primary are the agents. But the 


lovely Caroline shall not be their victim, however 
she determines my fate. : 


CONSTANTIA. 


Will you leave Lady Seraphina to their mercy ? 


GREVILLE. 


Her girlish vanity and cruel avarice deserve 
some punishment, but probably less than what 
those miscreants would inflict. She comes. How 
interesting is that pensive air ! how weakly must he 
argue who only wishes to be refuted ! 

[Exit CONSTANTIA. | 


Enter CAROLINE. - 


GREVILLE. 


I come to announce Lord Rusport's impatience 


to be.again favoured with Miss Seymour's society. 


Will you permit me to conduct you to the draw- 
ing-room ? | 


CAROLINE. | | 
Not if my compliance is to be deemed an ac- 

quiescence with the avowed purpose of his lordship's 

visit. 19 


GREVILLE. 


I would beg leave to suggest a few observations. 


CAROLINE, 


I cannot hear any dissuasives on the score of 
obedience or duty. Protesting against the obliga- 
tion of an injunction, tortared from its intended 
meaning to serve the purposes of covetousness 
and tyranny, argues no disrespect to the memory 
of the best of fathers. And after Lady Seraphina's 
behaviour, I should blush at the apocrine of ah 
fecting gratitude to her. 
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GREVILLE. 


My ankcloned respect for Miss Seymour” $ under- 
standing must prevent me from insulting her with 
such jejune remarks. It is for the decorum of her 
own character that I am solicitous. Propriety re- 
quires, that some reason should be given for retract- 


ing a voluntary promise; and an unknown person 
cannot have offended. 
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CAROLINE. 
I should not wonder if my aunt had urged that 
plea, but from you, Mr. Greville, I expected more 
generosity. You know my foibles too well to sup- 


pose I really meant any serious engagement by 


what (even allowing it the thoughtless A of the 
moment) you must condemn. 


GREVILLE. 


But my friend wishes to wave all pretensions to 
favour, recognises your entire liberty, and will 
only presume to hope as you shall think him de- 
nn | 


CAROLINE. | 


You have represented him to be a man of sense 
and honour; and that character determines me to 
decline his addresses. 


GRE VILLE. 
HOW! 


OAROTLINE. 


Even in my most extravagant humours I never 
misled a man of real merit with fallacious hopes. 
My youth, my inexperience, the extreme vivacity 
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of my temper, aggravated by the ridiculous cha- 
racters by which I am surrounded, and unrestrain- 
ed by any prudent monitor, have hurried me into 
errors | | 


GREVILLE. 


For which your charming ingenuousness amply 
atones. I came to offer you my best advice in your 
present perplexing dilemma ; but I stay only to hear 
your determinations, and to applaud the principles 
| Which really govern you. There is one point, but I 
fear to offend — 


CAROLINE. 
You have permission to proceed. 


GREVILLE. 


You have given no reason for thus peremptorily 
rejecting what I think an advantageous offer. Can 
it be owing to a pre-attachment? The affair of 
your letter to Colonel Wilford is explained. I do 
not allude to Lord Hazard. You turn away in- 
dignant. O!] rest assured, that my intrusion is not 
actuated by mere impertinence, but by a wish that 
you may have bestowed your heart on one able to 
appreciate its merits. | 


143 


CAROLINE, | 

I must decline this subject. Rest assured, that 
| Lady Seraphina shall never have a right to claim 
the threatened forfeiture, till one whom I think de- 

serving avows a preference. I shrink with disdain- 

and abhorrence from the ignominious bonds of 

solemn perjury. The memory of your much es- 

teemed friend shall not be disgraced by his daugh- 

ter's actions; and I feel grateful for the inter- 

| ference which proves how much you valued him. . 


© GREVILLE. 

Must I then inform the anxious expectants in 
the drawing-room, that Miss Seymour, fully sensi- 
ble of the importance of the connubial tie, rejects... 
every sordid view, and only attends to those cir- 
cumstances which iamre domestic peace? That the 

| respectful attentions, the studious delicacies of 
„ timid love may leit her progressive esteem, but 
1 that her affections can never reward the audacious 
7 presumption that hopes to find them a yontaneaus 
| prize ? 


CAROLINE. | 


EE Lou may. 0 wherefore thus at once $0 ated 
ö and so mysterious! Aude. 
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*  GREVILLE. | 
Lord Rusport's nephew never can resign you. 
He will say, this answer renders his attachment 
irrecistible. He will promise a punctual observance 
of the prescribed conditions, and in my name re- 


peat the offer of his hand and heart. 


CAROLIN E. 


Your mediation now grows too importunate. I 


have answered. 


 GREVILLE. 


He will call me an unimpassioned pleader, and 
describe the trifling doubts, the complicated tor- 
tures, which he has experienced Tg the n 
he has fondly loved you. 


CAROLINE | 


| Ridiculous—a s$tranger—a person I never saw. 


Lou insult me. 


GREVILLE. 


No, my beloved, idolized Caroline; your Gre- 
ville only utters what he deeply feels. Behold in 
me Lord Rusport's nephew. Happy, if ou? can 


_ forgive him for this trial of 3 your heart. 
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CAROLINE. 
You the lover my aunt insists I should accept! 


. 


GREVILLE. 


I the lover you have 80 peremptorily refused. 


CAROLINE. 


Why did you not address me in x your own cha= 
racter? 


| GREVILLE.- 
I never should if the ambiguous one had been 
accepted. O! suffer your long known friend to 


express a hope, that he may be the Perron — 
your heart deems deserving of you. 


CAROLINE. 


| What can one do with such a Proteus? If I re- 
ject you now, you will come and torment me in 
another name to-morrow. 5 


 GREVILLE. 


Undoubtedly. I would woo you under a thou- 
1and characters, yet only wish to win 2 in my 
own. 

VOL. It. 
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CAROLINE. 

| You have cheated me out of a thaward pretty 
little affectations, which would seem aukward now 
the secret is known. Here we are, a couple of as 
oddly-sorted lovers as ever Cupid joined. Pray 
own your obligations to him, however; for I never 
intended to forgive you for N me me a 
les of gravity. 


 GREVILLE, | | 

If I must turn worshipper of an imaginary being, I 
shall pay my first orisons to Chance. The lucky 
circumstance of Lord Rusport's concealing my 
name, when he first proposed the alliance to Lady 
Seraphina, has secured her consent. Away with 
these fabling appellatives, and let me gratefully 
own, that an over-ruling Providence has confirmed 
the happiness of two accordant minds, by a design 
which- only aĩmed at an unjust, capricious, e | 
* Sacrifice. 


Enter CONSTANTIA. 


CONSTANTIA. : 
1 Greville! Caroline! 
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CAROLINE., „ 


| Here I am, my dear friend, sweetly smiling in 


my myrtle garland. 


CONSTANTIA. 


I cannot speak my congratulations.—He is come LL 


GREVIILE. 
Who? 
„ CONSTANTIA. 
Wilford. 
CAROLINE, 


Most opportunely. T have just recovered my 


spirits. I hope my commission for tormenting him 


holds in full force. 


coNSTAN TIA. 


Ves- but I am 80 agitated. 


CAROLINE. 


O!] is that all. You left me alone, blindfold and 

embarrassed amongst the plough-shares, and now 

comes your trial. Who waits? /To a SERVANT:) 

Inform Colonel Wilford that I am at leisure. Ei 
L 2 
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SERVANT.) Dare Mr. Greville trust me to perform 
the last scene in the drama of flippancy ? | 


GREVILLE. 


My life upon the faith of my Hliglted Caroline. 


CONSTANTIA. 


1 forgot to mention my father's impatience. 


GREVILLE. 


We will instantly relieve it, and oblige Lady Sera- 
phina by a full obedience to her avowed wishes. 


CAROLINE. 


But be within call, for you are my oct actors, 
Down the back stairs. 
[Exeunt GREVILLE and CONSTANTIA. 


Enter COLONEL WILFORD. 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


You see, Madam, I am alive, escaped not only 
from the talons of the inquizitive sphinx, but from 3 
the thundering din of the never=wearied cyclops. E 
What other labours does my fair tyrant enjoin ? ls | 
it your will, that I should be invested with the ho- 
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nours which now wait me in the lyceum ? Where 
am I to be crowned with laurel, stuck upon a pedes- 
tal under a state canopy, and proclaimed the 


Apollo of the discordant Muses? At least name 
what reward | is to en, for these sufferings. . 


 CAROLINE. 


I ln so little of hu brilliancy, that I can only 
bluntly propose myself. | 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


O transport! rapture! 


C AROLINE. 
What! no better speech upon such an occasion? 
You may find that in the sixpenny circulating 
| library. Why our very footmen make love with 
exclamations, and our housemaids embellish SCAn= 
dal with antitheses. 


+. 


COLONEL WILFORD. 
Jam desirous, Madam, that you should teach me 


to expres the passion you frst Wench me to feet. | 
CAROLINE. 


Very well. Only swear some oath that you have 
never broken. 


: COLONEL WILFORD. 


By the magic of your fascinating eyes! By your 
ere wit i 


CAROLINVE. 


stop. That is very neatly sworn. You must 
know I am a little versed in eccult mysteries. Have 
you a mind to have your fortune told? 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


Will you fredice my approaching happiness? 


CAROLINE 


Hold out your hand. N o, no, that is impossible. 
The lines of life and happiness might once have met, 
and never separated, but that is all over now. 
Nature intended you for an amiable domestie 
character, but you chose to sacrifice self- approba- 
tion to the applause of the fools you despised. Is 
this portrait just? 


COLONEL WILFORD, 


It has a herring resemblance. But the future? 


| CAROLINE. 


01 that is bien indeed. Ridicule, remorse, 
and despair in the fore - ground: and in the back- 


e, 
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scene, the woman you love disdainfully rejecting 
you, and accepting the Pee of one who an 


never deceive her. 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


7 is married, then ? 


CAROLINE. Ik 

Stop. The inspiring frenzy is not yet over. Hap- 
piness is in store for the sizcere heart; and shame 
and grief for hollow bosoms. | | 


COLONEL WILFORD. 

Miss Seymour, you have penetrated to my very 
Soul. Yet tell me I may still indulge the hope 
Constantia may yet be mine. I will renounce— 
But you smile at the tortures you can relieve. —Un- 
nn woman! 


CAROLINE. 


Why, you know Colonel, you came here to make 
love to ne; and you doit in so wnaccountable a way that 
I cannot understand you. I suppose you frofessed 
men of gallantry use an idiom-conveniently adapt- 
ed to shelter a two-fold purpose. en zome· 


e is coming. 
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COLONEL WILPORD. 


I will 86 from OR till 1 have a 
full explanation. 


EAROLINE. 


only behind this screen then —if you have 25 
value for a deterted girl's reputation. You really 
shall have complete information. | 

[eoLONEL WILFORD retires. 


Enter NETTED ns CONSTANTIA. 


CAROLINKE (to CONSTANTIA entering. ” 
"Cong, my love! [Exit CAROLINE, 


GREVILLE. 


Speak 1 in a firm tone {afrart to CONSTANTIA.) I 
commend this noble pride, which determines to 
return injury with contempt. 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


Greville s voice? 

coxsTANTIA. | 
The idol of my imagination never existed, and it 
is time that I should awake from my dream of folly. 
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COLONEL WIL TOR {ruking forward.) 

My Constantia! my recovered treasure! thou 
art mine, bound by a thousand vows. Greville, 
this lady is my plighted wife, relinquish her hand. 
| GREVILLE, 


This lady, Wilford, is under my protection, nor 
can violence atone for past injustice. | 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


I owe no apology to you, Sir; and the pene- 


| trated heart requires no severer monitor. If this 


sweet girl can forget my folly! One word, Con- 
stantia (leads her forward.) Forgive the past, and on 


the honour of a gentleman I will marry you to- 


morrow morning. 


- CONSTANTIA, 
Were it possible that I could again believe you, 
Jam no longer at my own disposal. 
COLONEL WILFORD, 


Drive me not to madness. 


CONSTANTIA. 


Colonel Wilford, I can forgive the intended 
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wrong which has proved the undesigned instru- 
ment of placing me under a father's care. Lord 
Rusport's acknowledged daughter will profit by the 
sorrows of Constantia Beverley, and beware how 


her credulity again betrays her to confide in the 


imposing semblance of honour and of love. 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


Amazement ! yo Lord Rusport's 1 But 
you have not wers to renounce me ? You are not 
engaged to 2 ? | 


CONSTANTIA. 


My heart has felt too _— to forget the tor- 
tures of a strong AEST, 


Re- enter CAROLINE and LORD RUSPORT. 


LORD RUSPORT. (To COLONEL WILFORD.) 


I presume, Sir, you know the interest I take in 


this lady's welfare, and, in consideration of in- 


demnity for the fast, are . to withdraw any 


| future rs 


COLONEL WILFORD. 
I do not, my lard, rejoice in a discovery which 
increases my difficulties. Pretensions I have none; 


ut 
ot 


r- 
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they were forfeited by my own folly : but if unfeign- 


ed contrition, if ever-during love might hope to re- 


'vive them—Your daughter knows that I am clear 


from the imputation of mercenary views, when I 
request your permission to make her an honour- 
able proposal. I have another witness, who can 


prove my repentance; one who probed my heart, 


and discovered at once my folly and 1ny regret. 


CAROLINE. 


That I did; and I may truly say, you were the 
most þenitential of all my lovers. 


LORD RUSPORT. 


I have been too culpable myself to be inexorable 


to the pleas of contrition. My Constantia Shall de- 
cide, | 


CONSTANTIA. 


I cannot trust in recent resolves and contingent 
virtues. If Colonel Wilford dares appeal. to the 
test of time, my doubts may gradually yield to re- 


novated confidence. 
COLONEL WILFORD. 


I have no right to hope for frompt forgiveness, 
A thousand thanks for this lenient reprieve. 
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: GREVILLE. 
Wilford, your hand. 


COLONEL WILFORD.. 


You withdraw your 2 — then? 


GREVILLE. 


Never to ei lady. {taking CAROLINE 'S hand.) 
We are no longer rivals. May the friendship of 
our early youth be soon cemented by the bond of 
alliance. 


COLONEL WILFORD. (To CAROLINE.) 


I resign you, Madam, to the only man who can 


admire your wi without dreading your penetration. 


Enter LADY SERAPHINA, MRS. MEDIUM, and - 
PRIMARY. 


| LADY SERAPHINA. ” 

I am quite impatient to offer my felicitations. 
My dear little Caroline, I most heartily wish you 
happy : the same to you, Mr. Greville. My lord, 
many congratulations on your charming daughter's 


recovery. Miss Constantia, I exult at your recog- | ; 


nition. Colonel Wilford, I excessively approve 
your choice. What a very haphy circle we are. 


n 
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LORD RUSPORT. | 
To a person of less generosity than your ladyship 
I might offer some apology for something like dis- 
ingenuous reserve, which— 


LADY SERAPHINA. 


O my lord! I saw the whole affair in its true 


light. Ha! ha! ha! I well knew Mr. Greville's 
alliances. The reciprocal attachment of the young 
couple could not escape me; so I planned the busi- 


ness in such a way as to give it a sort of eclat and 
elevation. You know, my lord, when we had dis- 
cussed the previous question—you recollect, I am 
sure, how anxiously I mentioned my solicitude for 
Caroline' 8 2 e 


LORD Rus PORT. 


I remember, Madam, your extreme desire to 
procure the young lady an establishment ; but my 


memory is too treacherous to recollect the pre- 


vious question. | 
* 


LADY SER APHINA. 


Ha! ha! ha! an admirable repartee. Proba- 
bly, Mr. Greville, you may find it difficult to meet 


uith an agreeable residence immediately, and if my 
dear little Caroline will accept of this * 6 
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must know, my lord, that since I find every body 


writes travels, I am determined to qualify myself by * 
making an extensive tour. d 
C 
PRIMARY. n 
Determined with your ladyship's usual sagacity. 
Travel enlarges the understanding, refines the in- 
tellect, and ameliorates the manners. I had a plan 
of the same kind myself, and I may very probably f 
join your party. q 
GREVILLE. (Apart to PRIMARY.) ri 
l have only to observe, Sir, that as your cha- , 
racter and conduct are fully wnderstood, any further . 


depredations on Lady Seraphina's property will be 
prevented, by discoveries which may probably make 
your travels more extenzive than is agreeable. 


MRS. MEDIUM. 


Well, my sweet love Miss Seymour, I am sure I 
admire your choice excessively; I am only a little 
anxious to know how my noble cousin will bear 

the loss of you. | 


COLONEL WILFORD. 


” Don't be alarmed, Madam. His lordship- s 
thoughts have vast resources in other objects. He 


2 % » 
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too has some reasons for travelling; and since I 
must decline the honour of being Cecisbey in or- 
dinary any longer, allow me to appoint him my lo- 
cum-tenens, and perpetual moderator of the literati 
notables. | 


LORD RUSPORT. 


Conscious of our own failings, let us treat the 
faults of others with the candour we so often re- 
quire. Could my experience of hast events have 
power to restrain the impetuosity of passion, or to 
reform depraved principles, I would desire the li- 
bertine, the worldling, and the hypocrite, to check 
an unwarrantable pursuit in its commencement by 
frequently asking themselves, How will it end? 


THE END. 


— — — —˙·ü 
—— — 2 


* 
POEMS. 
EPILOGUE 


TO A PUBLIC SPEAKING AT A COUNTRY SCHOOL, 
DECEMBER 1795. 


1 last spouter ends his tedious piece, 
And now, kind friends, we give the wish'd re- 
| lease ; 

A host of poets to oppose us came, | 
Some mov'd off speechless, some retreated lame; 
How weak for them prov'd every hop'd defence, 
We stifled pathos, and we murder'd sense; 
The witty dean* deplor'd his verse disjoin'd, 

And Shakespeare ask'd the mercy he defin'd; 

Did you discover, as we cuff'd and bawl'd, 

That Gay, and Addison, by turns were maul'd? 
For me, intent my prowess to display, 


| Idar'd to wordy war the bard of Gray, 


* Swift, 
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Smote him with gesture gaunt, and ruthless frown, 
And from this lofty platform hurl'd him down. 
. Drawcansir like, on Wolsey next [ fell, 
And stabb'd the statesman in his fine farewell; 
Proud of the deed, and glorying in my might, 
I mean next Christmas to renew the fight; 
Again [I'll spread my arms, my voice [I'll raise, 
Excite your pity, and suppose it praise. 
Yet, for the errors which from youth proceed, 
May not the culprit to your mercy plead ? 
If actors, warm with merit's dazzling ray, 
Confus'd and trembling made the first essay, 
And, lost in wonder at the public gaze, 
Forgot their powers in motionless amaze ; | 
If terror Bellamy's gay tones repress'd; 
If true emotion throbb'd in Garrick's breast; 
If graceful Siddons made the timid pause, 
And Jordan fainted at withheld applause; 
Well may the trembling novice thus appear, 
And school-boys scarce be audible from fear. 
What, though we aim'd this audience to amuse, 
Our master calls us to superior views, | 
And from the scenes of imitative strife, 
' Directs our prospects to the stage of life ; 
There (having drank at Learning's sacred stream) 
Each boy must enter, and repeat his theme; 
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There may we speak the words by candour taught, 

There graft just action on exalted thought; 

There stormy passion's noisy rant restrain, 

In virtue calm, in equity humane; 

There bid affection's gen'rous glow expand, 

And spread compassion's ever-bounteous hand; 

And, every trial and contention past, 

Thence make our exits gracefully at last, 

Like Czsar * fainting by his darling wife, 

Crown'd with the plaudits of a well-spent life. 
Such are the aims to which our souls aspire; 

Ye partial friends, assist the great desire; 

Heroes and worthies, fam'd in ancient days, 

Have founded virtue on the love of praise; 

The dunce and truant may correction fear, 

But nobler motives reign unrivall'd here; 

To win a mother's dear applause we toil, 

We beg the triumph of a father's smile; 

Give then to youth the palm for which it strives, 

And we will thank you by our future lives. 


Augustus. 
> 


ON 


THE SAME OCCASION, 


SPOKEN DECEMBER 1796. 


AR from the ravag'd realms, where Cimbrian 
„ THor 
Unfurls the banner of remorseless war; 
Where stately Rhine reflects the hostile fire, 
And chiefs, and armies, on his banks expire; 
Alike remote from scenes of public life, 
The seat of falshood, calumny, and strife, 
We happy school-boys end our short career, 
And bloodless contests terminate our year. 

Yet we have foes; and, since this polish'd age 
With dire hobgoblins crowds the press and stage, 
Enchanter like, here will I form my spell, 
And raise the spectres which I know too well; 
Not silent fiends who but at midnight stalk, 

Ours are day ghosts, who speak as well as walk; 
Hear but their names: first, Grammar, form uncouth, 
A hydra arm'd invincible to youth ; 


DO RB RR c 
nn; “8 


in 


5 
uth, 


FC 


167 


Louring he stands, and shakes nine frightful heads, 
A hundred arms, Briareus like, he spreads; þ 
No chiefs of giant-killing-Jack's tuition, 

We come loath soldiers, forc'd by requisition ; 

Ye walls, who oft have echoed to the tones 

Of our false English, certify our groans; 

Arise, ye conscious benches, and explain, 

How oft we trembled at the rod and cane; 


Still as our master's voice in thunder broke, 


« What frightful letters, what a thick up-stroke;“ 
Or when in village elocution bred, 


The nasal organ sounded as we read. 


What wicked genii haunt these spell-hung walls! 
There Practice mutters, there Addition brawls, 
Magicians in Arabia only found, 

Who Multiply, Subtract, Divide, 8 

See you those forms than roc * or serpent worse, 
The Rule of Three direct, the Rule Inverse, 
Hourly they plague us, till with potent arm 

The laughing holidays unbind the charm. 

Hence then away this recollected fear; | 
They reign, and Christmas calls to social cheer; 
Welcome the father's roof, the mother's kiss, | 
O welcome ease, and liberty, and bliss; 


* A bird often mentioned in the Arabian Nights Entertainments. 
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Admiring friends, a smiling groupe compose, 
© How Charley's alter'd, and how Neddy grows 
There as to them our perils we recite, 
Oft shall we tell the wonders of to-night, 


Shall boast the plaudits lenity procur'd, 
And think the efforts great which you endur'd. 


'To 
4 FRIEND 
' ON HER MARRIAGE, 1784. 


CCEPT the verse, sincere and free, 
Which flows, unstudied flows, to thee; 

And though the critic's searching eye 

Might many a latent error spy, 

Let not thy kinder taste condemn 

The failings of thy sister's pen; 

Some send a message, some a card, 

verse is the tribute of the bard; 

Congratulate s a word so long, 

Iscarce can weave it in my song, 

And fear I must again employ 

The ancient phrase of © wish you joy!“ 
I'm forc'd to write without the muses, 

I ask'd them, but they sent excuses; 

They fancied that I meant to flout em, 
But I can scribble on without em. 

So, Lady Juno, Queen of Marriage, 
Order'd the.peacocks to her carriage; 
Miss Iris had a hasty summons, 

Jo fetch a licence from the Commons; 
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Venus and all the little loves, 

A shopping went for ring and gloves} 

Apollo brought his chariot down, k, 

In hopes to drive you up to town; | 

Minerva wove new-fashion'd satins, 

Vulcan perhaps might make your pattens; 

Bacchus (this rather strains belief) 

'Turn'd cook, and spitted the roast beef; 

Hebe, like Hannah, dress'd 50 fine, | 

With curtesies carried round the wine; 3 

Then Love his torch to Hymen carried, 

And in plain English you were married. 
Married, poor soul! your empire's over; 

Adieu the duteous kneeling lover; 

Farewell, eternally farewell, 

The glory of the stately belle; 

The plumed head, the trailing gown, 
The crowded ball, the busy town, 

For one short month are yours, and then 

Must never be resum'd again; 

No more attentive Strephon flies, 

Aw'd by the lightning of your eyes; 

No longer, © Madam, hear my vows,” 

But «© Mend this ragged wristband, pouse: 

* mean to call upon a friend, 

« Do you your household cares attend.“ 
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66 May: nt I go too, my dear? “ Oh, Lord! 

« What, married women go abroad 

« Your horse is lame, the roads are rough, ä 

“Besides, at home you've work enough.“ 

Off goes the husband, brisk and airyz 

The wife in a profound quandary, | 

Whilst he of wit or scandal chatters, 

Remains mumchance, and darns old tatters. 
I almost think the nuptial hour 

Possess'd of talismanic power; 

For in a little time, how strange, 

We grow enamour'd of the change, 

Our tables and our chairs, in fact, 

Possess perfections which attract, 

Till, like the snail, we gladly bear 

The constant weight of household care; 

The things are trifles which we leave, 

For trifles none but triflers grieve. 

Like insects of the summer sky, 

Were we but born to sport and die, 

Then might we spread our gilded plumes, 

And court the flower that sweetest blooms; | 

But heaven, which gave us nobler powers, 

With ample duties fill'd our hours; 

These shrink from solitary life 

To grace the faithful active wife; 
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Her breast each social virtue warms, 
Fer mind each useful science charms; 

Pleas'd when she walks abroad, to hear 
The orphan's thanks, the poor man's prayer; 
Whene'er she makes the social call, 
Her neighbour meets her in the hall, 
And cries, © I'm glad to see you come, 
« You really grow too fond of home: 
That home, well order'd, proves her merit, 
She is its animating spirit. 
Each servant at the task assign'd, 
Proclaims a regulating mind. 
Pleas'd she surveys her infant charge, 
Beholds the mental powers enlarge, 
And as the young ideas rise, 
Directs their issues to the skies. 
Thus whilst performing Martha's part, 
To serve the master of her heart, 
How sweet the thought, that he approves, 
Silent esteems, and deeply loves! 

Joy then, my Sally, since I see 

The path of wedlock trod by thee; 
Thy virtues shall secure the palm, 
Hymeneal friendship's placid calm, 
And show to a too polish'd nation 
Example worthy imitation. 


10 
A FRIEND, 
WITH A PRESENT OF ver. 


E mighty bs who are still 

| The sovereigns of Parnassus? hill, 

And from the liberal-minded few a 

Can yet extort our honours due, 

Though by the sons of wealth and pride 

Our right to govern is denied, | | 

To all whom their contents import, 

Send these credentials from our court. 
Amongst our subjects whom we deem 

Worthy particular esteem, 

We Laura rank; her breast is fraught 

With ample store of gen'rous thought, 

Which dies not in inactive worth, 

But gives to gen'rous conduct birth ; 

Quick as the transient fire of Jove 

In anger, and as bright in love; 

Prompt to forgive, and to commend; 

In fine, rare character, a friend. 
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Her understanding, from her youth, | 


Was cultur'd by the goddess Truth, 
Who gave her, dangerous gift, that spirit 


Which frequent waits on conscious merit; 
Prone to that unconstrain'd behaviour, 
Which ne'er can hope for fortune's favour, 


Which bids the tongue, without controul, 


Express each feeling of the soul. 
The governess resign'd her charge, 
And gave her to the world at large; 


The world was busy, some pursuing 


Their own advantage, some their ruin; 
A casual glance or two they cast, 


Then to some other object past; 
A few more carefully attended, 


Most blam'd her conduct, some commended ; 
Discernment saw her innate worth, 


. Good-humour lik'd her sportive mirth, 


Young Sensibility, delighted 
With such a friend, her love invited; 
Interest, by selfish views transported, 
Her active disposition courted. 

Such art thou, Laura, and how dear 


To us, we need not mention here; 


Proceed we now to Julia's case, 
So common to the rhyming race. - 
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Before our throne, in woful plight, | 
Appear'd of late that scribbling wight; 


She talk'd of debts for puffs and praise, 
And serving her a thousand ways; 


ou suffer'd the amount to run, 


And though you had foreborn to dun, 
You must remember, what was worse, 
The sum was heavier than her purse ; 


And hop'd you'd take a composition, 
If we would second the petition, 
Namely, that out of special grace, 
You'd condescend to wear her lace; 
Not as in payment to the deeds 


Then talk'd of honest disposition, g 


You have to shew, she bankrupt pleads 3 f 


But being willing to forget 
The weight of an uncancell'd debt, 
If you would cross your bill as paid, 
She might request again to trade, 
Which modesty would ne'er permit, 
Until the former score was quit. 

Her pleas thus justly we report, 
And now refer you to a court 
By Themis held, who can foresee 
Exactly how th' event will be; 
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If you her ꝓroffer'd lace accept, 
And, cancelling her former debt, 
The customary trade renew, 
*T'will be at last the worse for you; 
She'll surely cheat you, and in fact, 
Will plead the bard's insolvent act, 
Who claim, from immemorial time, 
The privilege to pay in rhyme ; 
The first established corporation, 
Which licenc'd paper circulation. 
As for her goods, it nought avails | 
Though you should seize her odes and tales, 
And with them like old minstrels wander, 
- You'll be outsold by Goosy Gander ;” 
Some pastry-cook may give a trifle, 
But not enough to pay the rifle; 
Might we advise in this affair, 
*T were best your present loss to bear, 
And all such customers decline. 
Sign'd, by the order of The Nine, 
 _  EVPHROSYNE. 


TO MYRA, 
| On the French Convention decreeing that Equality Should be fire- 
served in the Terms of Address and a . 


Tan not, dear Myra, if, just like your friend, weed 
French politics find you employ ; 
Have you heard of a law which I greatly commend, 
And obey with unspeakable joy ? 


The will of those sages Equality guides, 

Sent by Até the nations to bless, 

This Solon not only in public presides, 

He rules private forms of address. 

Tour“ Servant” no more, but your © Equal“ they 

write, 

Which I think i is both ala and wise; 

And, determin'd henceforth in this style to endite, 
I will first some conditions premise. | 


TI purpose to Anna to send a request 
For that sweetness we all so commend; 
She cannot refuse, for on oath ['ll attest 
Her abundance will do for her friend. 
VOL. 11. 'N 
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I next from Amanda will certainly get 
That prudence which keeps me in awe; 

For that she should be calm, while I bridle and fret, 
Is a poxitive breach of the law. 


"4 would have Margaritta my character raise, 
+ > Or her's I will surely obtain; 


For that I Should be forc'd all her actions to praise, 
Is a link of the old feudal chain, 


That Mary should give up her sweet winning way, 
Can never in reason be wrong; 

Though she long has enjoy'd it, yet people do say, 

It did once to the Graces belong. ä 


From stella, whose bosom, by feeling possess'd, 
Dilates at the pressure of woe, | 
I will take—no, I think second Goughts here are 
best, 5 = 
She Shall only her candour bestow. 


I once had a scheme, like a ee 58 
To seize on old Gripus' s store: 
But I chang'd my intentions as soon as I knew 
Tuhat money was still thought a bore. 
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No more shall Florella in smartness excel, 
Her bonnets and caps I will wear; 

And, to shew my discernment, oblige her to tell 
How she gives them their elegant air. 


I'll be handsome and young, nor that notion despise : 
Here a proof of great virtue I give; 

If Eliza surrender'd her youth and her eyes, 

Why some of her lovers might live. 


Resolv'd like the daw my stol'n feathers to boast, 
You had better in silence submit; 


My half of your genius, you'll find to your cost, 
Just makes me your equal in wit. | 
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 EGOTISM; 


IN A LETTER.TO A FRIEND. 


HUS to friend Stella writes friend Jane: 
Fashion or news I seldom deal in, ; 
Let me your leisure entertain 
With some quaint hints en reit 


Some place it in a fine-ton'd nerve, 53 
A being between sense and reason; 

Others sagaciously observe, 
Such doctrine to the heart is treason. 


Some call it weakness, others worth, 
A blemish some, and some a beauty; 

Some choose to kill it at its birth, 
While others learn it as a duty. 


Clad in a party-colour'd vest 
Of black and white, a motley figure, 
It hourly shrinks in Florio's breast, 
In Alcon's gen'rous heart grows bigger. 
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Its white side prompts the social laugh, 
By shewing ev'ry pleasure double; 

To own the truth, the sable half 
Has just the same effect on trouble. 


Uncertain as are April skies, 


Its features ev'ry moment vary; 
O'er dying Anna now it sighs, 
And now exults with bridal Mary. 


Like young acacias fair and frail, 
And guarded by a pointed thorn, 

It shivers in misfortune's gale, 

Like aspens in the breath of morn. 


You see my promis' d definition 
Runs in the modern style of gleaningn; 
A few remarks on my condition 
Will help you to conceive my meaning. 


My friends to me are odd enough; 
Says one, her feeling makes me love ber; 

« Such whimsical romantic stuff, 

„ Such fire and faggot!” says another. 


| 


— — 


—— 


fung * Ju - 
— —— — — — — 


2 


182 


Tis true, a tender tale of woe 
Will call the sympathizing sigh, 

And still th' unbidden tear will flow 
When patient grief arrests my eye. 


If any friend a danger fears, 


My thoughts imbibe a sombre gloom; 


Nor will the silent lapse of years 


Divert my heart from Anna's tomb. 


Yet though my bosom's painful thrill 
Spreads o'er my cheeks a paleness brief, 
These ready hands are willing still 
To minister to human grief. 


I start not from the shriek of pain, 
I fly not from a wretch undone; 
And though I weep at sorrow's train, 
I ne'er the train of sorrow shun. 


Say then, my friend, for thou hast long 
The path of life observant ey'd, 

Instruct me, do I tread it wrong? 

But let thine own warm heart decide. 
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That heart shall teach thee to commend 
The sympathy it holds most dear; 


Bless'd in the plaudit of my friend, 
The world's dread laugh I will not fear. 


a 5 
A GENTLEMAN, 
WHO GAVE THE AUTHOR A PAIR OF SCISSARS. 


* 


* 


NIVES and scissars cut love;“ so says 
a> Dicky to Dolly, 

While chufing a keepsake at statute or fair; 
Now if love is so fragile, it surely is folly 

To fancy that friendship the trial can bear. 


How great my alarm at the present you send! 
On your zeal and your kindness I still feel de- 
pendent; | = 
And courtiers will ever remember a friend, 
While the pole-star of int'rest maintains the as- 
>” " eendant. - | | 


I feel half inclin'd this sage proverb to scorn ; 
You cannot forget those who want your pro- 


And though Pegasus eats more ambroſia than corn, 
To a stall in your stable he makes no objection. 
| paths a 
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We'll establish a firm; then, to give and repay, 
Vou shall do me whatever kind favours you please; 

I'll study to take your abundance away, 

| ANG we oth shall be happy : and live at our ease. 


Suppose . your scissars J cut from my brain, 


Not the sense of your ene ; no, no, I'm 
too wise, | 


But a few aukward corners, which while tos remain a 


Detract from the merit which still I must prize. 


Til call you a plant of some excellent kind, 
Unblasted, and rooted in generous mould. 
Not some feeble exotic that bends with the wind, 
But a native of Britain, luxuriant and bold. 
| 4 


Now di'monds want polish when dug from the mine, 
And gold must be prov'd by repeated assays ; 
So I, as your pruner, resolve to confine, - 


By precept, that ** which no precept can 
raise. 


I first cut off politics close to the root, 

And thus I insult it, while cast on the floor. 

« Vile germ of false blossoms, or ill tasted fruit, 
Here wither, and never expand thyself more. 
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«© Base apple of discord, from petulance sprung, 
„Thou hast wasted the sap which should can- 
% dour support; FD 
. Thy growth most pernicious completely o -erhung 
« Festivity, humour, and cheerful retort.” 


— 


| I would next trim away ev'ry singular whim, 


Your hatred of operas, of routs, and of plavs; 


For the bright lamp of virtue should never look dim, 


And notions peculiar will hide half its rays. 


No clip go the scissars again; on the ground 


Tumbles bounty profuser than fable ere told 
Of sultan, or vizir, or caliph renown'd, 
Who liv'd in a city of silver and gold. 


Profuse as the sentiments ladies endite, 
Or the fortunes which novelists constantly grant; 


They give to the handsome, the gay, and polite, 


But this only waits to be summon'd by want. 


This branch was redundant, and lookers-on said, 


It would spend all its force if it struggled much 
longer 


Sol just trim it down to a neat little head, 


And the shoots less extended will surely be ſtronger. 
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Beside its mild fragrance your poet reposes, 
And gives, like all bards, for realities praise; 

But while she is cutting you up into posies, 
Don't take out your scissars and clip off her "_ 


10 
1 sg. 


QTILL. to the elm's supporting boughs 
The feeble vine resorts for aid, 
And, grateful for protection, vows 

To deck with fruit his lofty shade. 


From airy clouds the shower descends, 
Which clothes the earth with products rare; 
And earth the humid vapour sends, 
Which fills the wy stores of air. 


Thus still through nature's lonely haunts, 
Oh Gratitude ! we trace thy reign, 

Where the green vine exuberant flaunts, 
Or vapours fertilize the plain. 


Above the feeble charms of rhyme 
Thou canst exalt the poet's art, 
Give it an energy sublime, 
And guide it to the feeling heart. 
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Such were the numbers Maro breath'd, 
While shelter'd by the Augustan arm, 

Such garlands graceful Flaccus wreath' d, 
Reposing in his Sabine farm. 


The heaven-born Muse inspir'd their themes, 
And deathless is the bard she loves; 
But I ne' er quaff'd Castalian streams, 
Nor slumber'd in Parnassian groves. 


Vet to the sun the lily pays 

Its tribute, rob'd in simple white; 
That sun which bids the di'mond's blaze 
Reflect his many-colour'd light. 


Nor do the dryads scorn to hear | 
The carol which the blackbird pours, 
Though Philomela charms the ear 

With music's richly-varied stores. 


Win he who listen'd to the tale 
Pour'd by an artless village Muse, 
Who burst oblivion's chilling veil, 
And rais'd to hope her pensive views— 
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Will he the rustic verse discard, 
Which the big heart is prompt to own, 
Nor let the theme which fires the bard, 
For genius, taste, and skill atone, 


To the full chaplet science twin'd, 
And taste consign'd ta deck his brows; 
May not the simple band” be join'd, 
The off ring grateful duty vows? 


Will he not welcome with a smile 
The produce of his fost'ring hand, 
And say, Not worthless is the soil, 
Ns Where Gratitude's * flow'rs expand * 


ro 
MISS B. C—. 


N times far remote, ere those mischievous pests, 
Pride and Interest, corrupted mankind, 

The Graces would frequently wash their wane vests | 

In the fount to the uns assign d. 


Then Venus, mei the bards to the beaus, 
Still chaunted some classical lay, | | 

And her court, while they cherish'd the myrtle and 

| robe, 

Respected the olive and bay. 


But times are now alter'd, stern Ate prevails, 
Olympus is rent with alarms ; * 246 
Minerva no longer embroiders her veils, 
Or Venus petitions for arms. 


The Graces protest that the Muses are quizzes 
Of Gorgon's original breed, 

The Muses, upturning their snuff-begrim'd phizzes, 
Enquire if the Graces can read. | 
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The Graces in scorn curl their tresses with sonnets, 
And sing Pussy mews, Pucky quacks;” 
The Muses will sleep in their jackets and bonnets, 

And visit in pinners and sacks. 


No wonder a witling allied to those Muses 

_ Demolish'd your elegant cap, 

And, instead of returning her humble excuses, 
| Believes you admire the mishap. 


You may bring her to trial, your jurymen pack, 
And endite her for malice prepense; - 

She will swear she was riding on Pegasus' back, 
And the court will admit the defence. 


When lunatics ramble, all people, not mad, 
Expect them to murder aud slay ; | 

Now the frenzies of poets are often as bad, 
So caps should keep out of their way. 


Poor soul! she's quite crazy; she says you should 
scorn 
A compound of feathers and wires; 
Get the tire of Sophrosyne , bright as the morn, 
Or the helmet Minerva admires. 


* Vide the Triumphs of Temper. 
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have ponder'd this counsel, and sure it appears 
Absurd at the very first glance; 
You have had both the tire "a the helmet for 
years, , 
Then buy a new cap for 2 1 | 


** 
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_ EPISTLE TO LAURA. 


OW fares my Laura, does she fail 
To think of Bowden's rural vale 


As often as with fond delight 
I bring her image to my sight? 
If sprightly humour's airy grace, 
Dr polish'd sense informs her face, 


Impassion'd mem'ry holds her dear, 


Companion gay and friend sincere. 


Tell me, what studies do you chuse; 
The sage, th' historian, or the muse? 
What are your pleasures? Does the play 
With comic sallies close the day; 

Or else doth Siddons' nobler art 
Melt while it elevates your heart? 
Does Ranelagh's gay round invite ; 
Do operas yield a short delight ? 

Or at a rubber, or quadrille, 

Is fortune conquer'd by your skill? 


Tell me, if sweet Cecilia's strains 


Or Flora's wit attention gains? _ 
Or do you, at your morning walk, 
Of poetry and Julia talk ? 
There is a sameness in my songs, 
That sameness to my life belongs; 


And were it as a journal penn'd, 

It scarce would entertain a friend. 

Could you with patience read the news, 

That Edward wants a pair of shoes; 

That John is rude, the poultry lost, 

And what the beef and mutton cost? 

Then for the scandal of the town, 

One neighbour has a muslin gown ; 

Another, who cries Fie upon it, 

Has got a veil upon her bonnet. 

Then what a pleasure to discover 

How somebody has lost a lover; 

With inuendoes interspers'd, 5 

For those in village whispers vers'd ! 
Ilive at home, and only ask 

More leisure for life's active task. 

My numbers are impeded oft 

By peeping in the apple loft. 

A chicken by the kite is taken; 

The felon rats despoil the bacon; 

The blackbirds on the cherries seize ; 

The pigs have rooted up the peas; ; 

Away the unfiniſh'd ode is thrown, 

And Clio yields to country Jann 

For, tho in house wifry no pattern, 

I scorn the name of rhyming slattern. 

0 2 
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My garden is a little spot, 


No temple, hermitage, or grot; 
Devoted to some sylvan power, 


I wish'd but for Nerina's bower *. 


No costly flower within it blows, 

Yet there the violet and rose, 

And snow-drop, daughter of the soil, 
Flourish without my care or toil. _ 

I teach my boys to read and spell, 
The lads receive their lessons well. 
My eldest, distant far from me, 

Has launch'd on life's tempestuous sea; 1 
And (far from my inspection) bears 
The harvest of my early cares. 

A mother's active fancy forms | 
Quicksands, and enemies, and storms; 
And fears, amidst each threaten' d ill, 
The youthful pilot's want of skill, 
May on some rock, perceiv'd too late, 
Strand the rich vessel's precious freight: 
Then, as I view my younger charge, 
Whose perils with their years enlarge, 

I meditate the safest road 

To fortune's idoliz'd abode ; 


* Vide Mason's English Garden. 
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And yet I know tis wise and just 
In ruling Providence to trust. 
To him who will the good defend, 
My innocents I recommend. 
= 

In hours to social converse lent, 
I find instruction and content. 
Sometimes I take a short excursion, 
But books are chiefly my diversion: 
Pleas'd with the tales of ancient times, 
Pleas'd with the view of distant climes, 
The hero's gen'rous toils I bless, 
And share the traveller's distress. 
Those authors I attentive scan 
Who analyze the mind of man. 
Where Nature poiats I love to stray, 
Be it through narrative or play; 
But, though with rapture past expression 
I venerate. her strong impression, 
I do not love to waste my time 
On the new natural or sublime: 
Too stupid ev'n to comprehend 
Great Della Crusca, or his friend. 
Griev'd that a fiery crown should glow 
On Harry Monmouth's warrior brow; 
Scar'd at the quickly marshall'd hosts 
Of stalking, stupid, staring ghosts; 
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Glad from the tottering tower to'scape, 

Where glides a something- nothing . 

And weary of the prosing pages 

Of deep, unreazoningegwapcating: sages, 

Who, fearing lest a sandy grain 

Should Truth's pellucid stream profane, 

Distil their composition pure | 
From the street kennel, and the sewer; 

I turn from authors too profound, 

To tread my fav'rite claſſic ground, 

The seat of verse ere erring taste 

Bade poets their reversion waste, 

And pause in glory's ardent race, 

To please Sir Tinsel,“ or Her Grace.“ 

There Pope's sententious ethic charms, 

There Thomson paints, and Milton warms ; 

There mem'ry gives, with fond regard, 

Her purest pleasures to her bard *; 

There Hayley, highly favour'd, wooes 

The epic and historie muse; 

And Seward binds her rosy braid, 

To sooth brave Andre's injur'd shade. 

I see Otranto's mountain plume z 

1 glide through Radcliff's haunted room; 

Where Barbauld, like the sun, precedes 

The meteors which her radiance breeds; 


* Rogers, Author of Pleasures of Memory. | 
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I follow Bertrand, brave and bold, 

And wish the lady's story told; | 

The glimm'ring lamp and smould'ring fire, 

Proclaim how deeply I admire. - . | 

I love an image well express'd, 

But hate it if in fustian dress'd. 

Simplicity's an attic grace, 

Not Madam Fussock flounc'd with lace ; 

Her gauzy robe, with airy maze, 

Adorns the beauty it arrays: _ 

Nor will it, though in ee you tack it, 

Look like Doll Dowdy's russet jacket; 

But whose the lace, or whose the russet ? — 

Dear friend, we'll tete-a-tete discuss it. 
Sometimes I woo, in sportive numbers, 

The rural Naiad of the Lumbers, 

Where at short distance from my door 

She weds the Welland's ampler store, 

Obscure amid her native meads, 

She braids her nuptial crown of reeds, 

And decks it with the king-cup blue, 

And flow'ring flags of golden hue. 

Unnotic'd, like her poet's strains, 

She undulates along the plains, 

Till Cancer, as in heaven he burns, 

Exhausts her tributary urns 
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True at their hour, with bellowing loud 
The oxen to her fountain crowd ; 


No copious draught relieves their thirst, 


Where late the cooling waters burst ; 
O'er the dry channel's utmost edge 
Now droops the rush and matted sedge ; 
While, gasping neath the solar fire, 

The perch in agony expire; 

Yet when aloft the Centaur towers, 
And calls the band of wintry showers, 
Then o'er its banks the deluge breaks, 


_ Th'affrighted swain at midnight wakes, 


And plunges in the foaming wave, 


From death the burthen'd ewe to save; 


Who, like a wretch on ruin bent, 

Struggling, disputes his kind intent. 
Sometimes my husband. will complain 

That I have never seen the grain; 


He tells me the intended hay 
Exceeds the usual growth of May. 


I join him in his evening walk, 


Ol bounteous Providence we talk, 


Who spreads the spacious earth with food, 
And fills each living thing with good; 
While man, the common master, shares 
Superior bliss and keener cares. 


ALS 
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Round us our peaceful cattle graze, 
Our boys, engag'd in childish plays, 
Delighted o'er the 'meadows scour, 
Cropping each wild luxuriant flower. 
I had a friend, ah! pensive lay, 
Still does the mournful theme delay; | 
Still would I hang the votive verse 
On sleeping virtue's honour'd hearse; 
Still on the eye of mem'ry steals 
An image which the dust conceals ; 
And still does Fancy's sylphs restore 
A voice whose music sounds no more. 
What if her God, for us too soon, 
| Resum'd the highly valu'd boon, 
And, fearful lest a casual stain 
Should the pure chrysolite profane, 
Releas'd it from its earthy mould, 
And set it in celestial gold; 
My selfish heart forbear to heave, 
Her exaltation should not grieve. 
These tears, injurious to her fame, 
These selfish sorrows I disclaim; 
No, let my warm affection save 
Her bright memorial from the grave; 
Bid it a moral lesson preach 
Beyond the emphasis of speech; 


So shall my Anna's urn conduce 
To sorrow's holiest, truest use; 

And my fond heart shall bear inshrin'd 
The impress of an angel's mind. _ 
Laura, (for thou, as well as I, 

Hast felt affection's Sever'd tie) 
Say, as we journey to that bourn 
From whence we never can return, 
Should we with constant grief deplore 
The friends who hast'ned on before, | 
Unmindful of each cheerful green 
Which ornaments the present scene; 
Still should our melancholy view 

Fix on the dark funereal yew; 

Still should we pleasure's roses wave, 
To crop the symbols of the grave; 
Unthankful to that gracious Power 
Who rear'd th' exhilarating flower? 
Far wiser, and far happier too, 

Let us a mid way path pursue; 

Distant from querulous complaint, 
Or levity, that spurns constraint; ; 
Pleas'd, tho' we tread a desert ground, 
To see a fertile country round | 
Content, though tempests o'er us lower, 
If those we love escape the shower, 
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While faith and hope alike supply 

The promise of a brighter sky. | 
Our praise those pilgrims shall not meet, 
Who, journeying to some regal seat, 

Compare the inns upon the road 

To that magnificent abode, 

And every present good reject, 


Because they better things expect. 


" ENRY, 


THE MANIAC. 


| 4 TALE, | 
EEST thou yon cot, we with 1 ; 
Beside the gentle Ouse ? 
That was the spot where love and peace 
Once woo'd the willing muse. 


White were the walls 8 the porch, ; 
Profuse the jasmine twin'd, l 8 
Whose neat simplicity ede | - 
Tug Henry's polish'd mind. | 


There“ 8 5 a flower when 4 hue | 
Adorns the crown of May, | 

That did not by yon Weihen fence 
Invite the genial ray. 


There would he sit, inhale their sweets, 
And muse on letter'd lore, | 

Or while the night-bird chaunted loud, 
. rival descant pour. 
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Pleas'd with his lowly cot, his soul 
Nor wealth nor power could move; 
He only form'd one ardent wish, 
To share that cot with love. 


For Emma's sake, around those elms 
He bade the woodbines run, 

For Emma's sake he form'd a bower 
Impervious to the sun. | 


Within that bower what blissful scenes 

Of pure delight he plann'd, 

When Emma's sire, to favour won, 
Should grant her valu'd hand. 


There might his heart to her he lov' d 
His every wish reveal, 

There might affection's pitying tear 
The wounds of sorrow heal. 


There on the legendary page 

Delighted might they look, 

Or, warm with pious rev'rence, gaze 
On nature's ample book. | 
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From thence, as from a safe retreat, 
The storms of life defy, 
While the smooth hours, like silvery Ouse, | 
Glide N by. | 


On every past or present joy 

Her image shone imprest, 

Nor could a future hope delight, 
Unless with Emma blest. 


Nurs'd in the solitude it loves, 
His passion spurn'd control; | 
Tin from the smiling slave it grew 

The n of his soul. 


| Bright morn of 33 youth, 
Indignant of command, | 
To whom the iron chains of love 

Still seem a rosy band, 


The sailor shuns tlie sandy shoal 
Where lies the recent wreck; 

But when shall reason's warning voice 

Thy glowing ardour check? 
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The wintry tempest dar'd, 
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Turn from yon cottage, whose white walls | * 
Now moulder in decay; | 1 
Turn from yon broken pane, which scarce 1 
Reflects the rising ray. 1 | 
No more the jasmine shades the porch, MW. 
No more the woodbines flower; mn 
See bleating sheep unconscious graze I i 
The garden and the bowet. . ; 4 i 
Oft from yon window have I seen 10 
The lamp's reflected beam, th N 
While Henry, for the maid he lov'd, 140 
Compos'd some tender theme. 4 ; | 
Did but the breezes curl the waves, 1 
Or shake the leafy grove, "Wi 

In each the soft enthusiast heard "ul 
The whispers of his love. = 
Young Henry would not burt a worm, 2 la li 
The blackbird's nest he spar d, n 10 x 
And oft to save a drowning lamb * 
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An aged spaniel, lame and weak, 
Did still his walks attend; 


And when affliction sought his cot, 
TY > It found a constant friend. 


3 IF "Ab! what could urge-his * soul 
- To sanguinary strife, . 
Or give to Henry's bouateous hand 
The dark assassin's knife! 
Who taught his eyes, which erst erpren d 
The mild informing soul, 
To glare with sullen cold despair, 
Or else with rage to roll? 


Who from his home, his bower of bliss, 
The wretched maniac drove, 
Abandon'd, friendless, and forlorn ? 
The hated cause was love! | 


"Twas faithless Emma, she who smil'd, 
Yet smil'd but to betray; 

She who inspir'd his tender song, 
Then mock'd the heartfelt lay. 
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'Twas she who with an angel's face 
A fiend-like mind disguis'd ; 

Who gave the vow she meant to break, 
And while She sooth' d despis d. "rn 


* % 8 


*Twas faithless Emma. — British maids, 
Be warn'd by Emma's fate, 

Nor to the cot of virtuous love 
Prefer the wanton's state. 


Ah! turn from flatt'ry's syren strains, 
Reject her golden lure; 

Content like woodland lilies bloom, 
Protected though obscure. 


To Emma's cot Lord Edmund came, 
Well skill'd in courtly lorez 


And Henry's artless tale could charm | 
The wayward fair no more. 


Lord Edmund moek'd the garden fill'd 
With flowers of garish hue; 


And Emma, while she mock'd the flowers, | i 


Despis' d the planter too. 
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He talk'd of scenes where ev'ry wish 
Is by fruition crown'd; 

Then laugh'd to scorn the studious lamp, 
And porch with jasmine crown'd. 


He told her she was heavenly fair; 


Tläuhat truth too well she knew; 
Oft had she bent o'er gentle Ouse, 
Fer matchless form to view. 


To bind her loose luxuriant hair 
He gave a silver knot; 
And all the garlands Henry wove, 
Like Henry, were forgot. 


« Come, let me lead thee home, he cried, 
« To pleasure's boundless reign; 
Shall senseless hinds possess a prize 
« Which kings might wish to gain? 


Contemn the preacher's drowsy SAWS, 
“The village taunt defy; 

% Pow'r shall protect thee from disgrace, 
« And wealth delight supply.“ | 


4 
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She gives her hand; the ready car 
Receives the guilty pair; 

And Emma goes to early death, 
And Edmund to despair. 


Impetuous from his native meads 
Distracted Henry flies; 

Fierce rage distorts his pallid face, 
And flashes in his eyes. 

See, by Lord Edmund's Stately tow'rs 
The unknown maniac roves ; 

Now through the winding grotto steals, 
Now glides along the groves. | 


And now on midnight's raptur'd ear 
A strain celestial steals; 


But none, who know not madmens' pangs, 


Can tell what Henry feels. 


Sudden the quick illumin'd trees 
With light resplendent glow; 

A wavy lustre spreads around, 
And deepens Henry's woe. 
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See, how convuls'd he grinds his teeth, 
How wild he rends his hair! 

While echoing from the castle walls 

Resounds a wanton air. * 


The gates unclose, a festal band 
Skim lightly to the grove; 

And Emma leads the loose -rob'd train, 
The mimic Queen of Love. 


'Tis not the blush of virgin worth, a 
So exquisitely pure; 


Her cheeks are stain'd with borrow'd hues, 


To please a paramour. 


"Tis not the timid downcast look, 
Which innocence supplies; 

How proudly confident her step, 
How bold her conscious eyes ! 


Now Henry pants, cold dews of death 
Each quivering limb invade; 

Wild he unclasps the murd'rous steel, 
And rushes from the shade. 


”FA 
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Heard you the shriek * the midnight fiend 
Wbo rides the tainted air 

Howls not so dreadful; tis the shriek 
Of madness, love, despair ! | 


Fast from the sound the wantons fly, 
And loud for pity plead, | 

And loudly call their distant lord; 
But vain is Emma's speed. 


She sinks on earth a bleeding corse; 
Deep sounds her mortal groan; 

Sweet mercy! may those . sighs 
For all her sins atone. 


3 by his faithless fair 
The maniac Henry lies 

He weeps the wound on Emma's breast, 
And pardons while he dies. 


The catastrophe of this tale resembles an affecting incident which 
considerably interested the public many years ago; the author hopes 
no minute similitude can be traced between the real narrative and 
this fictitious Story. She strongly disavows all ideas of personality, 
and, indeed, she is totally ignorant of every circumstance relating to 
_ that affair, except those of most notorious publicity. 


\ AN 


ODE ON POETRY. 


IN FOUR PARTS. 


ON 


CLASSIC, 
UNCULTIV ATED, 
SACRED, AND. 
BRITISH 


POETRY. 


| Poetry exalts 
Her voice to ages; and informs the page 
With music, image, sentiment, and thought, 
Never to die! the treasure of mankind ! 
Their highest honour, and their truest joy! ? 
- | THOMSON, 
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PART I. 
CLASSIC POETRY. - 
— 

Hear and learn the secret pow 

Of harmony, i in tones and numbers hit 

By voice or hand, and various measur'd verse; 

Zolian charms and Dorian lyric odes, 

And his who gave them breath, but higher sung 

Blind Melesigenes, theme Homer call'd, 

Whose poem Phœbus challeng'd for his own. 
Thence what the lofty grave tragedians taught 


In chorus or iambic teachers best 
Of moral prudence. 


MILTON, 
— JJ 


EAR, goddess of immortal verse, 
From Phocian Cirrha's heights sublime; 

Thou, who canst every region pierce, 

And rend the mystic veil of time, 

Oh, haste! thy ravish'd votary crown, 

Who, musing on thy past renown, 

Thus dares thy triumphs to renew. 

Give me to paint in colours bold 

The venerable bards of old, 
Who on thy holy shrine their deathless offerings 
_ threw. | 
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II. 


First of the radiant sons of fame, 
Blind Melesigenes disclose: 
Fill'd by thy soul-enkindling flame, 
He told of Grecian wars and woes. 
Nor wonder that the song remains; 
For Time, enamour'd of his strains, 
Bade them defy the lapse of years; 
Still in the prophet's matchless lays, 
The hardy chief of ancient days, | 
Snatch'd from oblivious death, in simple state * 
pears. 
55 | III. 
The Theban Swan u undaunted soar'd 
' To regions of empyreal sky, 
Where by each loftier muse ador'd 
Sate eagle-ey'd Sublimity; _ 
What time the racer's rapid steed 
Smok'd o'er Olympia's sandy mead, 
When laurel bands young Theron.crown'd, 
The poet saw—his kindling breast 
The present Deity confess'd, 
Forth burst his torrent verse majestic and profound. 


* Pindar. | 
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IV. 

To swains Ascrean, Hesiod sung | 
The golden age luxuriant, bland, 
When nature first from chaos sprung, 
And Ceres form'd the social band. 
Fill'd with a patriot's holy fire, 
Alcæus smote his Lesbian lyre, 

While tyrants shudder' d with affright; 
But fair Sicilia's fertile plain 
Resounded with the Dorian strain ⁊ꝰ, 
5 Attun'd to past' ral joy and ever young delight. 


Vo. 
His festal brow with ivy wreath'd, 
Reclin'd beneath the mantling vine, 
The joys of love Anacreon breath d. 
And laughing pour'd the votive wine; 
Then Venus wove the rosy braid 
For Sappho's head: Receive,“ she said, 
« This tribute to thy matchless art. | 
* Ah! why on thy unrivall'd lay 
„ Should fell oblivion's harpy prey, 
« Stern as Leucate's rock or Phaon's harder heart.“ 


id. — - 
* Of Theocritus. 


* 
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VE 
Then Athens, who had list'ned long 
© To wild Euterpe's changeful theme, 
And saw the pomp of Epic song 
By old Cephisus' silver stream, 
Call'd on the lofty tragic queen, 
To decorate the various scene, 
Which wakes compassion, terror, love, 
Bade her revive Atrides' host, 
The chiefs who plough'd the Colchian coast, 
Kings of Cadmean race, and conquerors sprung 
from Jove. | — 
| ch | 
Then daring.Aschylus appear'd, 
His brow with martial honours crown'd ; 
His call the * choral graces” heard, 
And bade his full-ton'd harp resound, 
Then rich in thought, correct in, taste, 
With pathos deep, and diction chaste, 
Majestic Sophocles arose: 
Hark l sad Electra wounds my ear, 
Thy groans, wrong' d CEdipus, I hear, 
While social pity melts o'er Philoctetes' woes. 
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| VIII. 


Oh! Bard of Salamis *, whose eyes 

First open'd on the Persian shame, 
Cam'st thou to add the tragic prize 

To thy victorious country's fame ? 

How wept the nations o'er thy page, 
While, mad with Bacchanalian rage, 
Agave lifts the bloody spoils; 
While, conscious of her nuptial yows, 
| Rash Phædra veils her blushing brows ; 
ö Or while the murd'rous steel Medea's hand defiles. 
. 
And thou, Thalia, queen of mirth, 

If thee thy votary's homage charm'd, 
When injur'd virtue hail'd thy birth, 
And vice and folly shrunk alarm'd; 

O rescue from Oblivion's waste 
Thy lov'd Menander's relics chaste, 
And glory in thy genuine strain; 
But with eternal nightshade hide 
The Bard + who heaven and truth defied; 
So the great moral sage: shall not expire in vain. 


* Euripides. + Aristophanes. + Socrates. 


222 


2 
Need I on airy fiction call, 

The powers of harmony to tell; 
Describe the verse-erected wall. 

Or sing the yielding king of hell? 
No, rather let me suppliant flee, 
Genius of ancient Greece, to thee; 
And, whilst 1 venerate thy name, 
Oh! tell me from what hallow'd source 
Burst forth the virtue and the force 


1 led thy Pee sons to — and fame ? 4 


. XI. 


« Twas from the heaven- born Muse She dress'd 
« Immortal truths in deathless lays; 

«© My youth around her altars press'd, 
And listen'd to their father's praise; 

„ Eager to rival chiefs of old, 

« They rush'd with ardour uncontroul'd, 
« For me to triumph or to bleed, 

« Witness Thermopylz, and thou, 

« O Marathon, the deeds avow, 


6 Which ancient Greece achiev'd, when verse was 


valour' s meed. 


> 


No, such unworthy themes would but its chords 
1 prophane. 
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„ XII. 


« Such were the triumphs of the lyre, 
« And such the precepts it enjoin'd; 
„It rous'd the patriot's gen'rous fire, 
« It sooth'd the warrior's ardent mind; 
« But when the lust of empire spread, 
„% When my brave sons for tyrants bled, 
« I heard no more its solemn strain; 


% Could it at Cheronea swell? 


Could it lament when Perseus fell? 


XIII. 


“Go, free-born Muse, desert the coast 
Where slavery's iron fetters bind; 
Go, follow yon victorious host, 
And charm the conquerors of mankind; 
« Bid the stern heroes learn of me 


© The power of mild philosophy, 


Jo them my social arts diffuse; | 
„Though vanquish'd by Rome's victor sword, 


Ingenuous Greece shall give her lord 


{© Refinement, science, grace, and thee, enchanting 


«© Muse! 
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XIV. 


% E'en now I see thine altars rear'd, 
„I see thy votive incense blaze; 


* Ausonia, great in arms, hath dar'd 


„To emulate my letter'd praise; 


Lucullus wears the peaceful bay, 


. © 06 


Great Scipio chaunts the measur'd lay, 


„Even Sylla's stern unpitying soul, 

“ Satiate of lawless power, retreats 

« To studious wisdom's tranquil seats, 

While attic tasteenwreaths his Bacchanalian bowl. 


| XV. 
« See where, adorn'd with myrtle leaves, 
„Sweet Ovid seeks the Paphian grove, 
« And Venus tenderly receives 
de The bard of fancy, wit, and love; 
« See graceful Virgil seize the lyre, 
% That Homer struck with ardent fire, 
« And tune its slacken'd cords again; 
Sublime he walks with stately pace, 
« While beauty, majesty, and grace, 


% Refines each polish'd * ane 3 every 


«« strain. 


4 
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5 XVI. 
«© Mark, through each various maze of song 
« With easy grandeur Horace moves; 
„Around th' enchanting poet throng 
« The nymphs, the graces, and the loves; 
« Ev'n Pallas joins th' applauding choir, _ 
« To ethic strains she tunes his lyre, 
« And guides his philosophic lays, 
« Till in firm virtue's manly tone 
„They vibrate round th' Augustan throne, 
Blending instructive truth with finely-temper'd 
“ praise. 


XVII. 


“ Tibullus bends the lute's soft strings, 
„ Responsive to his plaintive verse, 
« Petronius elegantly sings 
% Voluptuous joy, his country's curse. 
e Let Rome th' enfeebling song disclaim, 
«© Recall to view her ancient fame, 
« And rouse her fascinated mind; 
In vain to wake a torpid age 
« Her manly satyrists engage, - 
Weak is the lash of wit*, insensate is mankind. 


* Juvenal and Persius. 


VOL. 11. | Q 
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XVIII. 
« See Seneca and Lucan bleed, | 
„ Slain by a frantic tyrant's* doom; 
„ Abhorrent of the hateful deed, | 
« Fall from thy zenith, Sun of Rome; 
« Yet dart an evening ray benign 
Ober Trajan, and o'er Antonine, - 
« Then set, but never more to rise 
% So sunk of old the Grecian name, 
B | «« So glory's evanescent flamme 
| « * on m_ —_ and while it blazes dies.” 


| * Nero, 


PART IL 
v TIVA TED POETR 7. 
1 Ps 
_ where'er thy es be 1 | 

On Torno's cliffs, or Pambamarca's side, 

Whether where equinoctial fervours glow, 

Or winter wraps the polar world in snow, 

Still let thy voice, prevailing over time, 

Redress the rigours of the inclement clime. 
| _ - GOLDSMITH. 


A D art thou then, ingenuous Muse, | 
| > Confin'd to classic shores alone? 
Dost thou thy treasures still refuse 
To realms where science is unknown? 
Has not the magic of thy lay 
E'er cheer'd the savage wanderer's way, 
And breath'd a rapture undefin'd? | 
Hast thou ne'er hasten'd to impart 
Expression to his Swelling heart? . 
Have not thy martial notes enwrapt his ardent mind ? 


woe 


— —— Ing — at 


Now like some Alpine flood, irregularly great. 
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II. 


Suspicious fear, ferocious strife, 

Insatiate vengeance, fierce desire, 

The evils of unletter'd life, 

Would from thy gentle sway retire; 
For mental harmony is thin, 
Thou canst the fires of Jove refine, 

And stifle hatred's wasteful flame; 
Heav'n, when it gave thee power to bless, 
Meant thee for general happiness. 


Why then by partial look defeat that gen'rous aim? 


III. 


Not mindless of the high behest, 
The Muse hath flown from pole to pole; 
Where' er the human foot hath press'd, 
She animates the human soul; 
O' er man refin'd, o'er man untaught, 
She rules by scientific thought, 
Or reigns in figurative state; 
Like Arno now, whose Naiad leads 
Her silver wave through flowery meads, 


\ 


>. 
of: 
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wv. 
Does not her sacred radiance warm 
America's extended clime, | 
Where nature wears her boldest form, 
VUntam'd, luxuriant, and sublime? 
Mark how the tawny nations fly, 
Eager to conquer or to die, f 
When the loud war- song calls to fight ; ; 
Hear how, with short convulsive breath, 
The pris'ner chaunts the dirge of death, : 
- Exulting o'er his pangs with savage fierce delight. 
| 5 
Seek'st thou the cold Sarmatian soil, 
Or Hecla's snow-encircled fires ? 
The search shall recompence thy toil; 
Mid Arctic wilds the Muse inspires; 
In realms where nature never smiles, 
To sooth the patient native's toils, 
She pours the legendary lay; 
While o' er the icy desart wide, 
The lover seeks his promis'd bride, 
Her beauty prompts the song that cheers his lonely 
way. | 3 | 
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VI. 
Shall we explore the eastern lands 
| | Where Ganges winds his ample course, 
| Or seek beyond the Lybian sands 
The mighty Nile's mysterious source; 
Even there where energy decays, 
Smote by the crescent's baleful rays, 
Even there triumphant verse I trace; 
Beneath the date or leafy plane, 
The listless native pours the strain, 


Whose pensive sweetness 5goths the uncomplaining ; 
race. 


„„ 
Fair Cyprus of the southern skies, 
Embosom' d in unruffled seas, 
Voluptuous Otaheite— rise, | 
And tell us whence thy power to please; 
Not from thy pure, thy balmy gales, 
Not from the products that thy vales 
5 Spontaneous to thy wish provide; 
| is from the Muse who gives thee power 


To feel the riches of thy dower, 
To form thy mimic scenes, thy festal dance to guide, 
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VIII. 


Say, British commerce, for thine eye 
The peopled earth's wide surface views, 
Where does the luckless region lie, 
Unblest by fancy and the Muse ? 
Seek history, thine ardent gaze, 
Fix'd on the deeds of elder days, 
Sees empires to oblivion hurl'd ; 
Yet dost'thou from time's wasteful hand 
Preserve firm honour's radiant band, 
And give them a renown that ends but with the 
world. 


* 


Tell me the nation, and the age, 
The vocal Nine refus'd to grace; 
In vain I turn thy classic page, 
In vain thy doubtful legend trace; 
Congenial to the soul of man, 
Their empire at his birth began; 
Rude as the poet was the strain; 
Still from the hunter in the chace, 
Still from the herdsman's wandering race, 


Oft burst the measur'd chaunt, . grief and 


pain. 
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; X. | - 
Amid the oaks which now compose 
The bulwarks of the British clime, 
The Druids curs'd their country's foes, 
And taught their mysteries sublime; 
Their theme was Liberty and truth, 
Et Around them flock'd th' impassion'd youth, 
And when the numbers ceas'd to flow, 
Impatient for the glorious field, 
In mimic fights they rais'd the shield, 
Impell'd the scythe-arm'd car, and twang'd the 
* bow. 


| 5 =. 
Where nature's wild disorder shocks 
Yet charms th' enthusiastic breast, 
Mid roaring floods and barren rocks, 
Their harps the Scottish minstrels press'd ; 
| With bold imagination warm, _ 
| They saw the genius of the storm 
Rear on the hill his cloud-built throne, 
While trackless as the rushing air, 
The spirits of the dead repair 
Nightly to chaunt the song that speaks of worlds 


unknown. 
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1 XII. 
Heard'st thou the lay the Runic prince 
Pour'd in the dungeon's living tomb? 
Does not each dauntless thought evince 
The soul of Regulus and Rome? 
With notes like his, the Cimbrian Thor 
Led Scandinavia's chiefs to war, 
And steel'd their hearts to pity's strain; ; 


Such were the awful hymns that rung 
On Elbe's green banks, to Woden sung, 


When Hengist turn'd his keel to Albion's aeg d 


* 


XIII. 


Oh spare yon cloister's walls, nor 40 
The ruin of neglect and age; « 
Those walls preserv'd the tuneful maid 
From Gothic and from feudal rage; 
There, when from Ister's boist'rous surge, 
To pale Hesperia's southern verge, 
The Vandal march'd, resistless foe, 
When each affrighted science fled 
A land with human carnage red, 
The pitying Muse retir'd, aud wept the general woe. 
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| | XIV, | 
Ah, how unlike that monkish strain 
To her exalted songs of yore 
But darkness and despondence reign, 
And intellect expands no more; 
At length the orient's bright'ning ray 
Gives promise of a glorious day ; | 
From proud Alraschid's splendid court 
Long beams of splendour reach the west; 
And see, in Moorish turbans dress'd, 
The banish'd arts return! I hail their graceful port. 


| | | XV. 
The Muse now quits her squalid cell 
| To wanton in provincial vales, 
And Discord stops his murd'rous yell, 
| To listen to her soothing tales; 
| Successive ages must refine 
The diamond ripening in the mine ; 
More slow the human soul matures; 
To watch its tardy growth, to raise 
'The gen'rous love of honest praise, 
Immortal queen of verse! this high design is yours. 


* PART Ill. 
| SACRED POETRY. 


Ye Nymphs of Solyma! begin the song: - 

To heavenly themes sublimer strains belong. 
The mossy fountains and the sylvan shades, 

The dreams of Pindus and th? Aonian maids, 

Delight no more. | Ce 
POPE, 
— _— 


I. 


ND shall oblivion's wasteful shade 
Envelope thee, resplendent Muse ? 

Say, shall thy modest garlands fade 

Like adulation's garish hues? 

Fair offspring of that sacred ray, 

That pure intelligence, whose sway 

Pervades this sublunary frame; 

Regardful of thy heavenly birth, 

Turn thy keen retrospect from earth, 
And seek immortal palms and never-dying fame 


| 
4 
| 
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7 IT. _ 
Nature and her consociate, Truth, 
Nurs'd thee in Eden's blissful grove, 


And taught thy contemplative youth 
Reflection, gratitude, and love. 


Fair as thyself, luxuriant, bland, 


New from its Maker's forming hand, 
Creation met thy ravish'd eyes; 

Thou gav'st her utterance, bad'st her raise 

Her hallelujah's; joy and praise, 


Floating on angel's wings, ascended to the skies. 


III. 


When sin obscur'd the steady light 


Of Revelation, man untaught, / 


Through dark tradition's cloudy night, | 


The source of his existence sought; 
He dar'd in mortal garb to robe 
The sov'reign Ruler of the globe, 

While fancy call'd the wayward Muse, 


To deck with panoply divine 


Mythology's fantastic shrine, 


To heighten passion's fires, to darken reason's 


views. 
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IV. 


Blush, Memphis, for thy lowing god 
Let Tyre o'er slaughter'd Thammuz mourn ; 1 
See Babylonia's turrets od, „ — 
Her Belus shall her pomp o' erturn. 1 
Thou Greece, resign thy bold pretence | ; 
To deeper thought and purer senses, . = 
Or yield thy partial amorous Jove'; | 
And martial Rome, forbear to tell 
How by thy spear the nations fell, 
But veep thy vainportents, and fellth Egeriangrove. 


F. 


Ye powerful realms, to whom the beam | 
Of heavenly truth did ne'er extend, 
Go lave in Jordan's humble stream, 
At Israel's slighted altar bend. 
While lost in error's giddy maze 
Your impious rites debas'd your lays, 
Sublime the son of Amram“ sang; 
What time the radiated cloud 
From bondage led th' innumerous crowd, 
Thus his high raptures spoke while — tim- | 
brels rang : 
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- VI. | 
« Lift to the victor God your strains, 
« His arm the Memphian host o'erthrew 
« Shall servile Jacob break his chains ? 
« Arise, the fugitive pursue ; 
„ Proud Pharaoh, vaulted on his car, 


FTrembling we saw th' approaching war; 


« Why fear'd we when our God was nigh 5 
„ The deep sea pil'd on heaps its waves, 
« At once our bulwark, and their graves, 


There the pursuers sank, there whelm'd the war- 


riors lie.“ 
| VII. 

Then Israel for the victor's skill 

But secondary garlands wreath'd, 
While to her God in Shiloh, still 

Devotion's constant incense breath'd; 
When over Gibeon stopp'd the sun, 
When the moon hung o'er Ajalon, 
| Suspended by a mortal's word; 

When pious Barak saw the stars 

Fight in their courses Israel's wars, 


And Kishon arm'd its flood against proud Canaan' 9 | 
* 
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VIII. 


Lo, in Arabia's thirsty plains, 

While foes oppress, and friends accuse, 
The man of Uz* to Heaven complains, 
And courts the solace of the Muse; 

His plaintive song ascends on high, 
E'en to the fount of Deity, 
To Nature's self-existent source ; 
Strong in conception, he surveys 
The God who earth's foundations lays, 
The God who checks with bars the proud sea's 
swelling force. 


IX. 


Oh Shepherd King +, thy notes divine, 

Caught from devotion's angel choir, 
Bid Greece her Dorian reed resign, 

And Rome her proud Horatian lyre ! 
Again they flow; how $weet he paints 
The transports of exulting saints, 

Who with their God communion seek! 
What dolor deep, what mournful strains, 
Depicture now the sinner's pains 

When recollected crimes with dre forebodings 
peak] 


job. + David. 
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1 
« Teachers of moral prudence,” rise; 
Hope ye to match the boundless store 


Of Jewry's sapient King, whose eyes 


Pierc'd all the depths of wisdom's lore? 
Satiate of glory's pageant dream, 
He woo'd the Muse; —she gave his theme 


The charm of modulated sound; 
The lily of the vale she chose, 


And Sharon's vermeil-tinctur'd rose, 


And with the blended wreath the royal 8 


crown'd. 


XI. 


| But hark! for down the stream of time 


Uninjur'd float unrivall'd strains; 
Sublimest amongst bards sublime, 

The hallow'd son of Amos reigns; 
Great evangelic prophet, hail! 
*Twas thine to penetrate the veil, .. 

"Twas thine Messiah's birth to tell; 
First, as the + Man of sorrows”” known, 
Then radiant on his father's throne, 


The $ource of endless 855 the * of death and 


hell. 
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XII. 
Where widow'd Salem, late renown'd 
For beauty, majesty, and grace, 
In desolation, on the ground 
Reclin'd amid her slaughter'd race; 
There while her sorrows riv'd his breast, 
His harp the prescient patriot * press'd | 4 
Amid her solitary gloom, t 1 | 
Responsive to her plaintive groans, | 
Deep flow'd the melancholy tones, | 
Unlike th' exulting notes which spoke Assyria's 
doom. | | 


XIII. 


Wouldst thou of things unseen enquire, 
Turn where Ezekiel's page reveals 

The vision of celestial fire, 
The crystal arch, the living wheels. 

Hear lofty Habbakuk record 

The fearful presence of the Lord, 
When the hills trembled with affright, 

The curtains of the nations shook, 

The sea its deep abyss forsook, 8 

1 Th' astonish'd planets stopp'd, check d in their 
1 rapid flight. | | | 


. SH I et Sn 5 „6 „ 


* Jeremiah. 
VOL. ts R 


XIV. 


Thus Sion's Muse aidng bow'd | 

To Sion's God, i in terror known, - 
While allegory's mystic cloud: 

Conceal'd the radiance of bis throne ; 
At length the advent dawns :—Behold 
The God, the Saviour, long foretold, 

Teacher of mercy, truth, and love; 
And shall Devotion's harp be dumb? 
To save the nations he is come; 


Now chaunt those seraph strains which float thro! 


_ realms above. 


RV. 
Weak is the hope of mortal birth, | 
And small the bound of mortal fame; | 
The song that terminates in earth, 
Earth's perishable praise shall claim 
Sweet power of verse, again reclaim 
Thy heavenly birth, thy native 2 | 
| Religion's awful theme record; 5 
Her's is the palm which ne'er decays, 
Her's is the crown, whose starry blaze 


* 


Survives the wreck of worlds, firm as Jehovah's word. 


Ord. 


PART IV. 
BRITISH POETRY. 
The Muses, still wich 5 8 


Shall to thy happy coasts repair — | | 
An THOMSON. 


4 1 5 5 
RAPP'D in deyotion's awful views, 
And glowing with seraphic fire, 
Silent awhile th* adoring Muse 
| Recumbent rests beside her lyre: 

The chords which late at her command | 
Breath'd their soft music, trembling stand; 
Vet conscious of the rapt'rous theme, 
When, bursting from their parting cloud, 

An airy Genius calls aloud, 


And shews the British harp _ with glory 8 
3 beam: 8 5 
21 Re 


[ 

| 
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Hast thou from tales of ancient days 
| | Bo “ Recall'd the deathless sons of verse, 
| Nor bade thy country's lofty lays 
Their claim to eminence rehearse ? 
Oh partial to the Grecian strains, 
«© Partial to soft Hesperia's plains, 
«© Where graces bend the silver wire 
«© Didst thou for savage song explore 
« The eastern and the western shore, 
And still neglect the theme which Albion's bards 
„ inspire? 


SY "10887; 
« Yet in the feudal baron's hall, 
“ Where high the trophied banners hung, 
« The minstrel ever at my call = 
. The glory of his chieftain sung; 
« [ taught Plantagenets to claim 
“ The guerdon of immortal fame, 
« To virtue and to valour due; 
With glory's floating plume I dend 
« Proud Chivalry's romantic crest, 
And on the legend dark, the blaze of Genĩus threw. 


ds 


EW. 
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i IV. 
„ Tho' now conceal'd in antique guise, 
« The tale of Chaucer feebly charms, 
« Successive bards innumerous rise. 


« See Spenser clad in elfin arms 
“ Go and attend th' heroic train 


Of knights that guard his Gloriane 


£c 


« From magic spells and Paynim ragez 3 
But first, to guide thee on thy way, 
« Implore mild Una's friendly ray, 


From Allegory's mist to clear th' instructive page. 


6 V. 
„% What though the polish'd bards of Greece 
% With art their tragic temple plann'd, 
« And deck'd the well-connected piece 
« With ornaments correct and grand; 
«© Shall not the swelling sea amaze, 
Shall not the eye enraptur'd gaze 
„ On Niagara's thund'ring waves? 


% And shall fastidious taste refuse 


“ The page of Shakespeare to peruse, 


Though Nature's suppliant voice thy as: atten- 


tion craves : I 
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Oh, master of that airy band, 
«© Who round imagination throng, 
« Grac'd with the spirit-stirring wand 
That subjugates the power of song! 
| «© Who but thyself, great Bard! could feign 
| The horrors of the murd'rous Thane? 
„Who bid Othello's fury swell, 
«© Make us with frantic Lear to weep, 


« Or call up spirits from the deep, 
* Embody fairy sylphs, and form the wizard cell 


VII. 


„ Yet oft the golden harp of Rowe 

« Hath sooth'd us with its pomp of verse; 

« And Otway held our hearts warm flow 
« Suspended by a Jaffier's curse; 

% Oft hath young Ammon's poet“ charm'd, 

«© When, by too genuine frenzy warm'd, 
«© He imag'd all the madman's pain. 

Oft have we shar'd Eudocia's + grief 

« For Syria's wrong'd repentant chief, 

% While Oroonoko's fate enkindled 959 disdain. 


* Lee, 5 + vlog of Damazcus. 
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VIII. | 
6 Nor, though on tales of woe to dwell 
« To my grave genius best belongs, 
Is gay Thalia's sprightly shell 
«© Unheard amongst my local songs; 
«© She, smiling sister of the Nine, | 
Was led by Steele to virtue's shrine, 
And taught decorum to revere. 
. © She comes—light sylphs her Steps attend, 
The bow of ridicule they bend, 
« Swift fly the polish'd shafts which vice and folly 


fear. 


© / 
þ 

i 

q 

4 

| 


2 
— — 


I 


IX. 

« See where the British Homer leads 

«© The epic choir of modern days 
4 Blind as the Grecian bard, he speeds 

« To realms unknown to pagan lays. 
« He sings no mortal war—his strains 
« Describe no hero's amorous pains ; i 

« He chaunts the birth-day of the world, i 
« The conflict of angelic powers, 
« The joys of Eden's peaceful bowers, 

« When fled th' infernal ben W _ ring 
chaos hurl'd. 
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« Yet as this deathless song he breath'd 
« He bath'd it with affliction's tear, 
& And to posterity bequeath'd 
The cherish'd hope to nature dear. 
% No grateful praise his labour cheer'd, 
No beam beneficent appear'd, 
To penetrate the chilling gloom ; ; 
„ Ah! what avails that Britain now . 
% With sculptur'd laurel decks his brow, 
_ 


And hangs the votive verse on his unconscious 
tomb! 


„ 
« Yet oft amid that chilling gloon!” 
« Where fashion never deigns to stray, 
Those richer flowers of genius bloom 
% Which $shrink from adulation's ray; 
«© There Butler plann'd his comie tale; 
„There Collins sang wild Arun's v 
“Or bade the soul of pity melt; 
„There Savage too, affliction's bard, 
« Whom e'en a mother could discard, 
4 Sketch'd from his tortur'd. heart 4 woes he 
is —_ felt. | 


XH. 
But many an evil still attends 
« The song by penury depress'd, 
„„ And many a thrilling sorrow rends 
“ Unfriended merit's patient breast; 
4 Through realms of more than Stygian woe, 
The shades of wretched bards move slow; 
„There famish'd Otway wildly glares; 
« There Dryden's sad majestic ghost 
„„ Bewails his fame and virtue lost; 


I There Bristol's frantic youth“ the —_— cha- 
6 lice bears. 


XIII. 


gut join not those who scoffing say, 
„The Muses vagrant youths receive, 
Who cultivate the idle bay, 
« And fortune's ample harvests leave. 
& Hear polish'd Addison avow, 
« 'That oft the SybiPs golden bough + 
“The patient search of learning pays; 
4 Not in life's unregarded shade 5 
„ Did Prior chaunt his nut-brown maid, 
Or Sacharissa's bard ; record her deathless praise. 


© Chatterton, 4 Vide Sixth Eneid. t Waller. 


| 
| 
| 


- 
* 
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« Go where the nymphs of Thames rehearse 


« Their native poet's* polish'd strain; 
«© Learn how the smiling queen of verse 
„ Subdu'd the sullen fiend of pain; 
„ Around that poet's aching head 
“ She bound her purple braids, and shed 
Soft visions on his sleepless eyes; 
“ Gay sylphs their insect plumes display, 
The fair Lodona melts away, 
And Paraclete's white walls in dim perspective rise. 


XV. 


Ask why in Leasowes' artless bower 


« The dryads danc'd in measures chaste? 
« The Muse to Shenstone brought the dower 
„ Of rural elegance and taste. 
« At polish'd Akenside's request, 
« On airy fancy she impress'd _ 
« A studious metaphysic air; 
« She sought with Young Narcissa's urn, 
« While thoughts that * and 00 that 
“ burn,” 


Aua y d paternal grief, and charm'd away deopais. - 


* Pope. 
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«© Nor yet disdains the letter'd sage? 
“To wander through Parnassian fields, 


„While, warm with satire's holy rage, 
«© His awful hand the fasces wields. 


„ But see celestial forms expand 


„Their kindred glories hand in hand, 
“ Religion, truth, and freedom smile, 


„While Thomson through the mundane sphere | 


60 


« Pursues the ever- bounteous year, | 
Or, fir'd by patriot worth, applauds his native sle. 


XVII. 


To soothe a monarch's anxious cares, 
„ Warton in Rhedycina's bowers 
« The wreath of modest praise prepares, 
«© Unmix'd with flattery's gaudy flowers. 
«© Nor sleep the village dead unsung; 
« For them the harp of Gray is strung 
To elegy's pathetic songs. f 
«© Nor Auburn+ unperceiv'd deplores 


„Her exiles on Atlantic shores, 


The prescient Muse attends, and een her 
„ WrongsS. 


* johnson. + Deserted Village. 
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XA. 
« Mid their own laurel's deathless bloom 
« May poets sleep, by fame enshrin'd! 
4 Go, on each honourable tomb 
« Thy long withholden chaplet bind ; 
Through doubtful themes and climes remote 
% Pursue no more the © charmed note,” 
« But haste, thy country's genius crown. 
„Long as the nations of the earth 
«© Have felt the blaze of British worth, 
« So long hath Britain's lyre wedges 0 own 
; «© renovn. | 


XIX. 
" Go, tell my ardent youths, avho pant 
| To emulate their fathers' fame, 
= « Who, scorning faction's trait'rous rant, 
„Still kindle at BxzrTANN1A's name; 
« Say, though in lonely dells unsought, 
« Save by pure taste and sober thought, 
„The exil'd Muses rove forlorn ; 
« Yet tell them virtue's holy deed 
% Shall claim its high heroic nt 
« 'Th' applauding song shall burst, and charm an 
« age unborn. 
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For thee, though Hope with meteor ray 
« No longer gilds thy airy dreams, 
« Beware, nor prostitute the lay, | 
« The gift of heaven, to hell-born themes. 
4 O rather let oblivion's shade | 
«© The poet and the verse pervade, 
1 Unnotic'd, like yon linnet's strain; 
« While conscious duty deigns to throw 
6 O'er thy lone cot a sunny glow, 
And tells thy tranquil heart thou dost not live in 
“ vail,” | ; 
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